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'REST IN THE LORD, AND WAIT PATIENTLY FOR 
HIM." 

Oh I " rest thee in the Lord, and wait " — 

Be hushed each rising fear, 
The prayer is gone to Heaven's gate, 

The answer may be near ; 
Or, if it tarry yet awhile. 

Then wait in patience still. 
Look up to God with faith's bright smile, 

Eeposing in His will. 

Oh ! " rest thee in the Lord, and wait " — 

Why all this anxious care ? 
The dark cloud He can dissipate, 

The heavy burden bear. 
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Has not bis mercy crowned the past ? 

Is it not present still ? 
( )b ! trust that mercy to the last, 

To guard from future ill ! 

Oh ! ** rest thee in the Lord, and wait," 

For One thy sorrows knows. 
Who took on Him thy low estate, — 

Its pains, its griefs, its woes. 
Now, passed into the Heayens, there 

He makes thy cause His own. 
For human weakness pleads in prayer 

Before His Father's throne. 

Oh ! ** rest thee in the Lord, and wait," 

He knows thy frame, its need ; 
To want can never be thy fate, 

Wliile God doth ravens feed. 
These daily wait on Him for all. 

And each is well supplied ; 
Oh I He who marks the sparrow's fall. 

For thee, will, must provide. 

Oh ! ** rest thee in the Lord, and wait,'' 
He feels thy heart's deep grief. 

But can its bitterness abate. 
And grant thee sure relief. 
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His promised Spirit He will send, 

So shall thy joy increase, 
For this, thy Comforter, thy Friend, 

Shall gently whisper, " Peace." 

Oh ! ** rest thee in the Lord, and wait," 

Let not thy soul despair, 
Tho' clogged by sin it doth so hate. 

And *' would not" harbour there. 
He watches thee, harassed and pained 

When oft by Satan tried ; 
Courage ! the victory shall be gained. 

The Lord is on thy side ! 

Oh ! ** rest thee in the Lord, and wait," 

Acknowledge Him in all ; 
Safely He'll bring thee thro' each strait. 

Thy foot shall neyer fall. 
Tho' walking in the thorny way 

His children all have trod. 
Canst thou not trust Him there, and say, 

* My Father, and my God ' ? 

Then, ** rest thee in the Lord, and wait ;" 

Hereafter thou shalt know 
The mystery that seemed so great 

While here thou dwell'dst below ; 

B 2 
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In glory iheriy what song so sweet, 

As all His love to tell ? 
To own, adoring at his feet, 

** He hath done all things well !" 

B. E. H. 

•« Wait on the Lord, be of good courage, and He shall strengthen 
thine heart ; wait> I say, on the Lord."— Ps. xxvii. 40. 



Past is the first dear phantom of our sight, 

A loadstar of calm loveliness, to draw 

All souls from out this world of fault and flaw, 

To a most perfect centre of delight, 

Merged in deep fire ; our j 01/ is turned to awe, 

Delight to ivonder, — this is just and right ; 

A greater light puts out the lesser light, 

So be it ever, such is God's high law. 

The self-same sun that calls the flowers from earth 

Withers them soon, to give the fruit free birth ; 

The nobler spirit, to whom much is given, 

Must take still more, tho' in that more there lie 

The risk of losing all ; to gaze at heaven 

We bhnd our earthly eyes, — to live we die, 

B. M. MiLVES. 
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Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ; 

E'en tho' it be a cross 

That raiseth me ; 

Still all my song shall be. 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee 1 

Tho' like a wanderer, 

The sun gone down, 
Darkness comes over me. 

My rest a stone ; 
Yet, in my dreams I'd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

Then let my way appear 

Steps nnto heaven, 
All that Thou sendest me 

In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 
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Then with my waking thoughts 

Bright with Thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefs 

Bethel I'll raise ; 

So by my woes to be 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee I 

Afid, when on joyful wing, 

Cleaving the sky, 

Sun, moon, and stars forgot. 
Upward I fly ; 

Still all my song shall be, 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

c. M. 



''GOD IS OUR REFUGE AND STRENGTH, A VERY 
PRESENT HELP IN TROUBLE."— PS. XLV. 1. 

God of pity ! God of love ! 
Send me comfort from above ; 
Let not anxious thoughts perplex. 
Harrowing fears my spirit vex ; 
Let me trust Thee, and be still, 
Waiting patiently thy will. 
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Tho' to weak short- sighted man 
All uncertain seems each plan ; 
Each eyent Thy will ordains 
Fixed immutably remains ; 
Not one link in life's long chain. 
Can be lost, or wrought in vain. 

All that chain thro' bygone years, 
Woven in links of love appears ; 
Not one storm of vengeful wrath 
E'er has swept across my path ; 
Why should fear o'er faith prevwl ? 
Thy sure mercies cannot fail. 

What are distance, time, or place. 
To that God who fills all space ? 
What are sea or land to Him ? 
Can the omniscient eye grow dim ? 
Those we love (whate'er betide). 
O'er them does that eye preside. 

Clinging to Thy strengthening arm. 
Thou wilt keep me safe from harm ; 
Thou wilt grant the hope that cheers, 
Wilt prove better than my fears ; 
Bid my sad misgivings cease, 
Guide me to my Home in peace. 
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TO A FRIEND SETTING OUT ON A JOURNEY. 



May lieayenly guides attend thee, 
May heavenly guards defend thee, 
May heavenly influence send thee 

Sweet themes of holy thought ! 
Tho' shades of night enfold thee, 
That eye will still behold thee, 

The eye which slumbers not I 

No evil shall befall thee. 

No enemy appall thee, 

Bright messengers shall call thee 

Throughout the silent night. 
To share their high communion. 
Sweet pledge of future union 

With sainted heirs of light ! 

No human voice may cheer thee. 
No earthly listener hear thee. 
But, oh ! one Friend is near thee. 
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The kindest and the best, 
Whose smile can banish sadness, 
Whose presence fill with gladness 

The solitary breast. 

Thy God will go before thee, 

And day and night watch o'er thee. 

And safe at length restore thee 

To a loved home of peace ; 
His care shall not forsake thee, 
Till to that home He take thee 

Where toils and dangers cease. 



THROUGH DARKNESS TO LIGHT. 

Lord ! take this weary, wounded soul 

Into Thy holy care ! 
Nor to my guidance give it back, 

But keep it everywhere, 
Keep it alike in height or depth. 

In sunshine or despair ! 
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In Thee I seek my peace, my all I 

Oh ! grant me grace to see 
That, feeble, powerless, as I am. 

Strength may be found with Thee, — 
Strength that shall make the poor rejoice, 

And set the captive free I 

The tempter's grasp is on my soul ; 

He whispers doubts and fears, 
Till all my little faith is spent, 

And faster fall the tears ; 
And, whilst I thus have lost Thy smile. 

No outward comfort cheers; 

He tells of all Thy slighted love. 

Of broken vows of mine. 
Until mine eyes I dare not raise 

In prayer or hope to Thine ; 
But, if this he indeed Thy will. 

Oh let me not repine ! 

He fain would urge the time is past, 
That grace shall come no more. 

And so my state shall now be worse 
Than that I knew before ; 

And yet, I read of ** pardoning love," 
Of ** smiting** to restore! 
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Dear Saviour of the desolate, 

Of every sin- sick soul I 
Be pleased to let me hear the voice 

That made the leper whole ; 
For never yet arose the storm 

Which Thou couldst not control. 

Lord 1 if Thou wilt, I know Thou canst, 
Both wash and make me clean, 

And give me, in the darkest hour, 
A staff on which to lean ; 

One that shall stay my feeble steps 
When terrors intervene. 

Thou, who didst say that none should seek 

Thy throne of grace in vain, 
Wnt yet arise, — I feel Thou wilt, — 

And make my pathway plain ; 
And adding yet to all Thy love, 

Revive my hope again 1 

M. B. Darton. 
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THE TRUE VOICE. 

Voices so many haunt me on my road, 

Ob, tell me, Angel, which the voice of God ? 

** 'Tis that which most relieves thee of thy load.' 

Yet to me, Angel, oft it doth appear 

As if His voice were terrible to bear ; 

** That is thy own defect, and sin-bom fear," 

And oft about me is a voice at eve. 
That tells me that for ever I shall grieve ; 
'* That He hath such a voice, do not believe.'* 

Yet sometimes, too, at eve, ill voices die, 

And comes a whisper of tranquillity ; 

** His voice is speaking in that evening sigh." 

And sometimes round me sweetest murmurs ring 

** There is a happy end for everything ; ** 

** That is Heaven's chorus, earthward echoing." 

From " HoDBEHOLD Words." 
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MARY, THE SISTER OF LAZARUS. 

She chose the footstool of her Lord ; 

It was a precious choice ; 
For there she listened to His word, 

And heard His saying voice. 

The business of the passing scene 
To her brought no employ ; 

No thought less holy came between 
Her soul and its one joy. 

She sat, e'en like some lonely flower 
Opening its trembling crest, 

Upturning that the sunbeam's power 
May on its petals rest. 

Her heart unfolds its petals bright 

Towards that sun above, 
Her quickening fount of life and light, 

The day-spring of her love. 

And thus, beside her Saviour's feet, 

Absorbed in one employ, 
Her spirit found its drink and meat. 

Its freshness, and its joy. 
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And she was raised up ; — ^her Lord 
Said of that lowly heart, 

That she had chosen in His word 
The sure and better part. 

Oh Saviour ; — still on earth we meet 
Thy Spirit and Thy voice ; 

Place uSy like Mary, at Thy feet, 
Give us her better choice. 



J. c. 



LOOK FOR THE FLOWERS. 

Herb we, earth's wanderers, 

Timid and brave, 
Hasten with onward step 

Nearer the grave, 
And, in our pilgrimage 

Should we not see 
All that is beautiful, 

Lovesome and free ? 
Should we, with sullen hand. 

Gather the thorn ? 
Should we, with murmuring heart, 

Sit all forlorn? 
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Should we, in rambling 

Over the meads, 
Look but for pestilent, 

Poisonous weeds ? 
Should we not, joyously. 

Hand locked in hand, 
A hopeful, a jubilant, 

Brotherly band. 
Look for the flowers ? 

In the far nooks of life. 

In the deep shade, 
Where, amidst evil things. 

Good well might fade, 
God sends the sunny beam, 

God sends the shower, 
Nursing humanity's 

Ever-bright flower ; 
Sin may be rife enough, 

But the good part 
Lieth low hidden in 

Every heart. 
God sent the stream at first 

Prom His own fount, 
Christ, in diffusing it. 

Died on the mount. 
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i ■ 
i And, amongst stony ways, 

Ripples are heard, 

, Like the half-uttered notes 

Of a low bird; 

Dark tho' the fate of us, 

i That matters not, 

In the glad soul of us 

. . ; Lives the bright spot, 

] ■ i Look for the flowei 

I 

Are there not sainted ones, 

Graciously given, 
Who in their gentle hands 

Lead us to Heaven ? 
When they return to us 

In the dim night. 
Are they not angel-like, 

Holy and bright ? 
Sanctified, purified, 

Unto us now, 
With a heaven-garland 

Encircling each brow 
Turn to the living ones. 

Then, as they stand, 
Touch the live hearts of them 

With thy love wand : 
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Seek not the weeds in them, 

And, to thy sight, 

They will be angel-like. 

Holy, and bright ; 
Look for the flowers ! 

Look for the flowery way. 

Life has its clouds. 
Treasured ones suddenly 

Wrapt in their shrouds ; 
Hope often dashed aside. 

Hearts rudely torn. 
And o'er wrecked promises 

Oft do we mourn ; 
Hints, too, are given us 

That our swift day 
Rapidly, rapidly, • 

Meeteth away. 
Up, then, and cheerfully ! 

Trust me, there lies 
Much that is beautiful 

'Neath the broad skies. 
Go on life's pilgrimage, 

Hand locked in hand, 
A hopeful, a jubilant. 

Brotherly band. 

Looking for flowers 1 
o 
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•"LOOKING UNTO JESUS." 

Oh, silent Lamb ! for me Thou hast endtired, 
Jesus, thou holy, perfect, sinless One ! 

Thy grief and bitter anguish have secured 
My soul's salvation, when this race is run. 

Then let me, to Thy blessed image true, 

Here meekly suffer, with the end in view. 

The narrow way that leadeth up to heaven 
Must here thro' strife and tribulation lie ; 

Then on the thorny path may strength be given 
This sinftd flesh, Lord, to crucify. 

Oh ! take my trembling feebleness away, 

And make me strong to meet each future day. 

Here, daily crosses*come to try our weakness ; 

Here, eyery member must some burden bear ; 
But, oh my Saviour, if I take with meekness, 

The cross appointed by Thy love and care, — 
Too great, too long, it will not, cannot be. 
For it is weighed and measured out by Thee. 

If thus we journey patiently thro' sadness, 
Each grief will bind us nearer to our Lord ; 

But if we flee the Cross in search of gladness, 
We cannot shun His dread, avenging sword. 
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Oh ! blessed they who hear the Saviour's call, 
Who take the cross and follow, leaving all ! 

So, help me, Lord, Thy holy will to suffer. 
And still a learner at Thy feet to be ; 

Give faith and patience, when the way is rougher, 
And, in Thy own good time, a victory. 

Thus grief itself is changed to cheerful song 

Offc times on earth, but evermore ere long. 

K. H. VON BOOATZKT. 



OH, DRAW MY SPIRIT UNTO THEE! 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By all the glories that around me shine. 
Dear Lord, in this fair universe of Thine, 
The splendours of the mom and evening sky. 
The pomps that round the throne of midnight lie. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By solemn silence 'mid the eternal hills. 
By tender music that the forest fills. 
By every flower that decks the mountain side, 
By the strong roar of. ocean's restless tide; 

c 1 
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Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By eyery flower of joy that blossometh, 
By every dew-drop on life's desert heath,. 
By every blessed hour with gladness fraught, 
That hath one ray of peace celestial caught. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By the strong yearning for a perfect love 
Which earth holds not, and Thou dost keep above ; 
By every mirage vision that hath played 
Along the desert path, to melt and fade. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By the deep trembling of a mortal heart 
O'er what it loves, where death may claim a part ; 
By the blessed hope that every cherished chain 
Which death hath rent, Thy heaven may bind again. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Tnee ! 
By the attraction of the spirits bless'd, 
Those I have loved whom Thou hast crowned with 

rest ; 
The sacred treasures naught can e'er destroy. 
Nor spoiler touch their everlasting joy. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By every earthly hope that hath decayed. 
By every reed that hath my trust betrayed ; 



PIETA8 POETIC A. 21 

By all the withered hopes along my path, 
That droop like flowers before the whirlwinds* 
wrath. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By all the sorrows of my outward life, 
By all the anguish of a soul at strife 
With earthly things, that round it wildly cling, 
And keep enfolded still the heavenward wing. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By the fierce burning of those strong desires, 
That inly swell like -Etna's cavemed fires, — 
The passionate longing to grow early wise, 
And, read the scroll of heavenly mysteries. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By every token of Thy boundless love 
In earth beneath, or in the heaven above, 
By the strong yearning of Thy Father's heart 
That will not let its little ones depart. 

Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By that mysterious magnet Thou hast laid 
Deep in each soul Thy holy hands have made — 
Which, tho' our footsteps far and wide may roam, 
Still trembles towards our Fatherland and Home. 
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Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By the remembrance of that matchless love 
That drew the Saviour from the bliss above, 
That filled His soul, when, on the accursed tr 
He prayed for those who pierced Him, then 



Oh, draw my spirit unto Thee ! 
By earnest faith in the dear Saviour's will, 
That those who loved Him should be with H 

still, 
** Father, as Thou in me, and I in Thee, 
Let them be one in us " — so let it be ! 



GO, LABOUR ON. 

Go, labour on, spend and be spent, 
Thy joy to do the Father's will ; 

It is the way the Master went, 

Should not the servant tread it still ? 
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Go, labour on ; 'tis not for nought ; 

Thy earthly loss is heavenly gain ; 
Men need thee, love thee, praise thee not, — 

The Master praises, — what are men ? 

Go, labour on ; your hands are weak. 
Your knees are faint, your soul cast down; 

Yet falter not, the prize you seek 
Is near, — a kingdom and a crown ! 

Go, labour on while it is day, 

The world's dark night is hastening on ; 
Speed, speed thy work, cast sloth away, 

It is not thus that souls are won. 

Men die in darkness at your side. 
Without a hope to cheer the tomb : 

Take up the torch, and wave it wide, 

The torch that lights life's thickest gloom. 

Toil on, faint not, keep watch, and pray ; 

Be wise the erring soul to win ; 
Go forth into the world's highway. 

Compel the wanderer to come in. 

Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice ; 

For toil comes rest, for exile, home ; 
Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's voice. 

The midnight peal, — '* Behold I icome." 

^.T. "ML. 
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FULL ASSURANCE OF FAITH. 

Oh gracious Shepherd ! bind us 

With cords of love to Thee, 
And evermore remind us 

How mercy set us free. 
Oh may the Holy Spirit 

Keep this before our eyes, 
That we Thy death and merit 

Above all else may prize ! 

We are of God's salvation 

Assured thro' Thy love ; 
Yet oft, on slight occasion, 

How faithless do we prove. 
Thou hast our sins forgiven. 

Then, leaving all behind, 
We would press on to heaven. 

Bearing the prize in mind. 

Oh may we then. Lord, ever. 

While in this vale of tears. 
Look up to Thee, and never 

Give way to anxious fears. 
For Thou wilt not forsake us, 

Tho' we are oft to blame ; 
Oh let Thy love, then, make us 

True to Thy faith and name ! 
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'THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD, I SHALL NOT WANT." 

The Lord my Shepherd is : 

And He my soul will keep ; 
He knoweth who are His, 

And watcheth o'er his sheep. 
Away with every anxious fear ; 
We cannot want while He is near. 

His wisdom doth provide 

The pasture where I feed ; 
Where the still waters glide 

Along the quiet mead ; 
He leads my feet, and, when I roam, 
Overtakes, and brings the wanderer home ! 

He leads, Himself, the way 
His faithful flock should take ; 

Them who his voice obey, 
His love will ne'er forsake ; 

For He has pledged his holy name, 

He who for ever is the same. 

Let me but feel Him near, 

Death's gloomy pass in view, 
I'll walk without a fear 

The shadowy valley through ; 
With rod and staff my Shepherd's care 
Will guard my steps, and guide me theie. 



26 riETAS POKTICA. 

Still is my table spread ; 

My foes stand silent by ; 
I feed on living bread ; 

My cruise is never dry ; 
And surely love and mercy will 
Attend me on my journey still. 

Still hope and grateful praise 
Shall form my constant song ; 

Shall cheer my gloomiest days, 
And tune my dying tongue ; 

Until my ransomed soul shall rise 

To praise Him better in the skies. 



CONDER. 



" SALUTE APELLES, APPROVED IN CHRIST."- 

ROM. XVI. 10. 

** Approved in Christ ! *' and is this all the Bihle 

says of thee ? 
Well, 'tis enough ! would that of us such words 

might spoken be. 
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How sweet the blessed, holy thoughte, which 

cluster ronnd a name, 
So dear to an Apostle's heart, so little known to 

fame 1 
Thy friends, like thee, were firm in faith, and 

steadfast in their love. 
They sought not the applause of men, — their 

record is above ; 
And, when our work on earth is done, be this our 

bless'd reward. 
To be, as Paul's Apelles was, ** approved" of 

the Lord ! 

LovEL Squire. 



REST. 

It was Thy will, my Father, 

That laid Thy servant low. 
It was Thy hand, my Father, 

That dealt the chastening blow ; 
It was Thy mercy bade me rest 

My weary soul awlule. 
And every blessing I receive 

Reflects Thy gracious smile ! 
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It is Thy care, my Father, 

That cherishes me now ; 
It is Thy peace, my Father, 

That rests upon my brow ; 
It is Thy truth, Thy truth alone. 

That gives my spirit rest, 
And soothes me like a happy child 

Upon its mother's breast. 

I have known youth, my Father, 

Bright as a summer's day. 
And earthly love, my Father, 

But that, too, passed away ; 
Now life's small taper faintly bums, 

A little flickering flame. 
But Thine eternal love remains 

Unchangeably the same ! 



THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS. 

Oppressed with noonday's scorching heat, 

To yonder cross I flee ; 
Beneath its shelter take my seat ; 

No shade like this for me ! 
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Beneath that cross clear waters burst, 

A fountain sparkling free ; 
And there I quench my desert thirst ; 

No spring like this for me I 

A stranger here, I pitch my tent 

Beneath this spreading tree ; 
Here shall my pilgrim life be spent ; 

No home like this for me ! 

For burdened ones a resting-place 

Beside that cross I see ; 
Here I cast off my weariness, 

No rest like this for me ! 

BONAR. 



' IF ANYlMAN BE IN CHRIST, HE IS A NEW CREATURE : 
OLD THINGS ARE PASSED AWAY; BEHOLD, ALL 
THINGS ARE BECOME NEW."^2 COR. V. 17- 

We praise and bless Thee, gracious Lord, 

Our Saviour kind and true, 
For all the old things passed away ; 

For all Thou hast made new. 
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The old secnritj is gone, 

In which so long we lay ; 
The sleep of death Thou hast dispelled^ 

The darkness rolled away. 

New hopes, new purposes, desires 
And joys, Thy grace has given ; 

Old ties are broken from the earth, 
New ones attach to heaven. 



But yet, how much must be destroyed, 
How much renewed must be, 

Ere we can fully stand complete 
In likeness. Lord, to thee ! 



Ere to Jerusalem above. 
The holy place, we come. 

Where nothing sinful or defiled 
Shall ever find a home I 



Thou, only Thou, canst carry on 
The work Thou hast begun ; 

Of Thine own strength Thou must impa 
In Thine own ways to run. 
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Ah ! leave us not ! — ^from day to day, 

Kevive, restore again ; 
Our feeble steps do Thou direct, 

Our wanderings restrain. 

Whatever would tempt the soul to stray, 

Or separate from Thee, 
That, Lord, remove, however dear 

To the poor heart it be ! 

When the flesh sinks, then strengthen Thou 

The spirit from above ; 
Make us to feel Thy service sweet. 

And light Thy yoke of love. 

So shall we faultless stand at last 

Before Thy Father's throne, 
The blessedness for ever ours, 

The glory all Thine own. 

Spitta. 



-^w''^?^^^"**—" 
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LITTLE LEONARD'S LAST GOODNIGHT. 

** Good-night ! good-night ! I go to sleep, 

Mnrmured the little child ; 
And oh, the ray of heaven that broke 
On the sweet lips that faintly spoke 

That soft ** Good-night ! " and smiled. 

That angel smile ! that loving look 

From the dim, closing eyes ! 
The peace of that pure brow ! but there — 
Aye, on that brow, so young, so fair ! — 

An awfdl shadow lies. 

The gloom of evening ? of the boughs 

That o'er yon window wave ? 
Nay, nay — witliin these silent walls, 
A deeper, darker shadow falls. 

The twilight of the grave. 

The twilight of the grave — for still 

Fast comes the fluttering breath — 
One fading smile, one look of love, 
A murmur, as from brooding dove — 
«* Good-night 1 "—And this is death ! 
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Oh, who hath called thee " terrible 1 " 

Mild angel ! most benign ? 
Could mother's fondest lullaby 
Have laid to rest more blissfully 

That sleeping babe, than thine ? 

Yet this is death — ^the doom for all 

Of Adam's race decreed — 
** But this poor lamb — this little one ! 
What had the guiltless creature done ? " 

Unhappy heart I take heed. 

Tho' He is merciful as just 

Who hears that fond appeal — 
He will not break the bruised reed. 
He will not search the wounds that bleed — 

He only wounds to heal. 

« 
** Let little children come to me," 

He cried, and to His breast 
Folded them tenderly — to-day 
He calls thine unshorn lamb away 

To that securest rest I 

From *' BiiACKffooD'B Magazine. " 
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'GREATER LOVE HATH NO MAN THAN THIS, TH. 
A MAN LAY DOWN HIS LIFE FOR HIS FRIENI 
YE ARE MY FRIENDS, IF YE DO WHATSOEVEF 
COMMAND YOU." 

Oh, the love of Christ our Sayiour ! 

How shall any dare to say 
That such tender care for sinners 

Shall not make them love His way ? 
Shall not bring them 

Yet to serve Him while they may ? 

How shall they resist the pleadings 
Of such gentle, deathless love ? 

Even now to us He speaketh — 
" Seek your, comfort from above ; 

Ye will need it, 
Turn not from my Father's love ! '' 

Often do we coldly listen. 

Whilst His inward voice thus pleads ; 
Often do we look for something 

In our own unrighteous deeds, 

Whilst He watcheth 

For the shooting of the seeds ! 
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Seeds, which His right hand hath planted, 
Seeds, whose fruit shall still remain ; 

All unconsciously they're springing 
As the tears of grief or pain 

Slowly water 
That which was not sown in vain ! 

Then, dear Christian, look around thee, 
Seest not how the scorching ray 

Of the world's approving glances 
Withers heavenly flowers away? 

Yes, dear sufferer ! 
Welcome sorrow ! Let it stay ! — 

Christ hath promised thee that riches. 
Priceless treasures, shall be thine ; 

And thy every tear He numbereth 
Till thy all thou canst resign, — 

Careworn pilgrim ! 
Peace and rest shall yet be thine ! 

Even as the dew of Hermon, 

Lieth on the valley's breast. 
So, upon thy chastened spirit 
Shall the peace of Jesus rest — 

Peace which owneth 
He, thy Saviour, knoweth best. 

D 2 
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And, as all that valley lieth, 

Bathed in darkness, deep and still, 

Till the glorious sun upriseth. 
Gilding valley, rock and hill, — 
So the Christian 
Patient waits his Father's will ; 

Knowing that the coming morning 

Shall illuminate his way, 
Turning every doubtful shadow 

Into gladness bright as day ; 

Tears, like dew-drops, 

Quickest catch the heavenly ray ! 

M. E. Dartoi 



" PRESS TOWARDS THE MARK." 

My soul, press on ! press on with speed 
The time is short, — ^pause not, nor st 

If aught thy progress would impede, 
Cast it behind thee ! — Haste away ! 
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Thou hast one object to pursue 

Enough to fill life's fleeting day, 
One glorious prize to keep in yiew — 

Look not behind thee ! Haste away ! 



Dost tbou within, around thee, trace 
Grief, disappointment, pain, decay? 

'Tis but to make thee mend thy pace. 
Pause not to mourn then, — Haste away ! 



Do thy companions give thee pain, 
And wound, or slight thee, or betray ? 

No more within their sphere remain — 
Rise thou above them — Haste away ! 



Thou wert not formed for earthly things, 
For these poor trifles of a day — 

Look to thy birth-place, — spread thy wings.- 
Leave this low region, — Haste away ! 



When friends or pleasures round thee smile, 
Let them not tempt thee to delay — 

Sorrows might speed, but joys beguile — 
Break from th' enchantment — Haste away ! 
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Do not thy restless yearnings tell 
That nothing here can be thy stay ? 

My soul, thou'rt formed with God to dwell, 
Heaven is thy country — Haste away ! 

Have those who loved thee fallen asleep, 
And left thee lonely on thy way ? 

Stay not beside their tombs to weep — 
Follow them quickly — Haste away ! 

Nothing should charm thee much, or grieve, 
While here, the pilgrim of a day ; — 

Quickly, how quickly I thou wilt leave 
These transient scenes — oh, haste away ! 

Dwell thou in heaven, e'en now, by faith, 
Christ is thy life — thy bonds of clay 

Which keep thee from Him, shall by death 
Ere long be broken — Haste away ! 
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RESIGNATION. ' 



Father, whate'er of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at the throne of grace, 

Let this petition rise : — 
Give me a calm, a thankful heart. 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of Thy grace impart. 

And make me live to Thee. 
Let the sweet hope that I am Thine, 

My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence thro' my journey shine, 

And crown my journey's end ! 

Mrs. Steele. 



REMEMBER ME. 



Oh Thou from whom all goodness flows 

I lift my heart to Thee ; 
In all my conflicts, struggles, woes. 

Dear Lord ! remember me. 
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When on my fearful, troubled heart, 

My sins press heavily, 
Thy pardon grant, Thy peace impart, 

Hear and remember me. 

When strong temptations crowd my way, 

And ills I cannot flee. 
Oh I give Thy strength to be my stay. 

Father ! remember me. 

Tho' worn with sickness, pain and grief. 

My feeble frame may be, — 
Firm trust in Thee will bring relief; 

Oh 1 then remember me. 

And when at last I sink in death. 
And meet Thy just decree ; 

Do Thou receive my parting breath. 
Save, and remember me. 
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DEATH AND THE YOUTH. 



" Not yet — ^the flowers are in my path, 

The sun is in the sky ; 
Not yet — ^my heart is fall of hope — 

I cannot bear to die. 



'^ I cannot leave the daisied turf 
That springs for youth so meet, 

As 'twere a living carpet spread. 
For sport of dancing feet. 



** Not yet — ^the blue sky overhead, 
And fresh green trees around, 

The earth meseems so beautiful, 
Where life and health abound. 



** Where warm hearts leap to greet my voice 

And fondest lookd are cast. 
And true ones blend with memories 

Deep-treasured in the past. 
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** Not yet — I never knew till now 
How precious life could be ; 

My heart is fiill of love. Oh Death, 
I cannot come with thee I" 



But Love and Hope, enchanted twain. 
Passed, in their falsehood, by ; 

Death came again, and then he said, 
" I'm ready, now, to die !" 

L. E. L. 



'AND THE SOUL OF THE PEOPLE WAS MUCH 
DISCOURAGED BECAUSE OF THE WAY."- 

NUMBERS XXL 4. 



How often, forgetting the crown, 
And the palm, and the victor's array. 

In sackcloth we choose to sit down, 
** Discouraged because of the way !" 
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Disheartened becanse of the foe. 

And weary of bearing the cross, 
Cast down when the brooks cease to flow, 

And the gold is outweighed by its dross ! 

Then the cross is a burden and grief, 
And the yoke is a toil and a care ; 

Tho' 'tis only our own unbelief 

Which makes them so heavy to bear. 

How often to Marah we flee. 

And there pitch our tent in the waste, 
Forgetting that marvellous ** Tree," 

Which maketh it sweet to the taste I 

ExodtiB XT. 25. 

We pine for the blessing foregone. 
While still beside Marah we dwell, 

Tho' to Elim we ought to press on. 

And be counting each palm-tree and well. 

Bzodoa zri. i. 

Soon the shoes shall be loosed from the feet. 
And the staff shall be dropped from the hand, 

And the wilderness manna, so sweet, 

Shall be changed for * * the com of the land. ' ' 

Joflh. y. 11. 
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Then grace shall with glory be crowned, 
And night shall dissolve into day ; 

Ah ! the country to which we are bonnd 
Is worth all the griefs of the way ! 

Jans Cbbwosok. 



SONNET. 

Were the sad tablets of our hearts, alone 
A dreary blank, for Thee the task were slight 
To draw fair letters there, and lines of light ; 
But, while far other spectacle is shown 
By them, with dismal traceries overdrawn, 
Oh ! task it seems, transcending highest might, 
Ever again to make them clean and white, 
Effacing the sad secrets they have known. 
And then, what heaven were better than a name, 
If there must haunt and cling unto us there 
Abiding memories of our sin and shame ? — 
Dread doubt 1 which finds no answer anywhere 
Except in Him, who with Him power did bring 
To make us feel our sin an alien thing. 

R. C. Trench. 
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A PRAYER. 



My God, (oh, let me call Thee mine, 
Weak, wretched sinner tho' I be,) 

My trembling soul would fain be Thine ; 
My feeble faith still clings to Thee. 

Not only for the past I grieve. 
The future fills me with dismay ; 

Unless Thou hasten to relieve. 
Thy suppliant is a castaway. 

I cannot say my faith is strong, 
I dare not hope my love is great ; 

But strength and love to Thee belong ; 
Oh, do not leave me desolate ! 

I know I owe my all to Thee ; 

Oh take the heart I cannot give! 
Do thou my strength — ^my Saviour be, 

And make me to thy glory live. 

Akne Brontk. 
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"COME UNTO ME, ALL YE THAT LABOUR AND ARE 
HEAVY LADEN, AND I WILL GIVE YOU REST." 

MATT. XI. 28 



With tearful eyes I look around, 
Life seems a dark and stormy sea ; 

Yet, 'midst tlie gloom, I hear a sound, 
A heavenly whisper, ** Come to me." 

It tells me of a place of rest, 

It teUs me where my soul may flee ; 

Oh ! to the weary, faint, oppressed, 

How sweet the bidding, ** Come to me." 

When the poor heart with anguish learns 
That earthly props resigned must be, 

And from each broken cistern turns, 
It hears the accents, " Come to me." 

When against sin I strive in vain, 
And cannot from its yoke get free, 

Sinking beneath the heavy chain. 

The words arrest me, " Come to me." 
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When nature shudders, loath to part 

From all I love, enjoy, and see, 
When a faint chill steals o'er my heart, 

A sweet voice utters, *^ Come to me." 

*^ Come, for all else must fade and die ; 

Earth is no resting-place for thee ; 
Heavenward direct thy weeping eye, — 

/ am thy portion, — come to me.'' 

Oh voice of mercy I voice of love I 

In conflict, grief, and agony. 
Support me, — cheer me from above. 

And gently whisper, ** Come to me." 



I HOPED that with the brave and strong, 
My portioned task might lie ; 

To toil amid the busy throng. 
With purpose pure and high. 
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But God has fixed another part, 

And He has fixed it well ; 
I said so with my bleeding heart 

When first the anguish fell. 

Thou, Gk)d, hast taken our delight, 

Our treasured hope, away ; 
Thou bid'st us now weep through the night, 

And sorrow thro' the day. 

These weary hours will not be lost, — 

These days of misery, — 
These nights of darkness, anguish-tossed, 

Can I but turn to Thee. 



With secret labor to sustain 
In humble patience every blow ; 

To gather fortitude from pain. 
And hope and holiness from woe. 

Then let me serve Thee from my heart. 
Whatever may be my written fate ; 

Whether thus early to depart, 
Or yet awhile to wait. 



PIETAB POETICA. 49 

If thon shonldst bring me back to life, 

More humbled I should be ; 
More wise — more strengthened for the strife — 

More apt to lean on Thee. 

Shonld death be standing at the gate, 

Thus shonld I keep my vow ; 
But, Lord, whatever be my fate. 

Oh, let me serve Thee now ! 

AOTON BZLL. 



THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 
'* Te have need of patienoe."— Heb. z. 36. 

A GENTLE angel walketh 

Throughout a world of woe. 
With messages of mercy 

To mourning hearts below ; 
His peaceful smile invites them 

To love and to confide ; 
Oh, follow in his footsteps ! 

Keep closely by his side I 
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So gently will lie lead them 

Thro' all the cloudy day, 
And whisper of glad tidings 

To cheer the pilgrim way. 
His courage never failing, 

When thine is almost gone, 
He takes thy heavy burden, 

And helps to bear it on. 

To soft and tearful sadness 

He changes dumb despair. 
And soothes to deep submission 

The storm of grief and care. . 
Where midnight shades are brooding 

He pours the light of noon, 
And every grievous wound he heals 

Most surely, if not soon. 

He will not blame thy sorrows. 

While he brings the healing balm ; 
He does not chide thy longings, 

While he soothes them into calm ; 
And while thy heart is murmuring, 

And wildly asking * * why ? ' ' 
He, smiling, beckons forward. 

And points upward to the sky. 
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He will not always answer 

Thy question and thy fear ; — 
His watchword is '^ Be patient, 

The journey's end is near ! '* 
And eyer, thro' the toilsome way, 

He tells of joys to come. 
And points the pilgrims to his rest. 

The wanderer to his home. 



JEREMIAH X. 24. 

Lord, as a tender mother, day hy day, 
Weans the weak babe she loves, lest it should 

pine, — 
So wean us. Lord, so make us wholly Thine ; 

Lest, in our feebleness, we start away 
From Thy loved chastening ; for we could not 
bear 

The sudden vision of ourselves and Thee, 

Or learn at once how vain our bright hopes be. 
Then, be our earthly weakness, Lord, Thy care. 
And, e'en in wounding, heal, in breaking, spare. 

3. WiLBKBironccu 
E 2 
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HYMN. 

My Maker ! of Thy power the trace 
In every creature's form and face 

The wondering soul surveys ; 
Thy wisdom, infinite above 
Seraphic thought, a Father's love 

As infinite displays ! 

From all that meets or eye or ear 
There falls a genial, holy fear. 
Which, like the heavy dew of mom. 
Refreshes, while it bows, the heart forlorn ! 

Great God ! Thy works how wondrous fair ! 
Yet, sinful man didst Thou declare 

The whole earth's voice and mind ! 
Lord, even as Thou all-present art. 
Oh may we still, vrith heedful heart. 

Thy presence know and find ! 

Then, come what will of weal and woe, 
Joy's bosom-spring shall steady flow. 
For tho' 'tis Heaven Thyself to see. 
Where but Thy shadow falls grief cannot be ! 

8. T. COLBRIDOB. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

We cannot always trace the way 

Where Thou, our gracious Lord, doth move ; 
But we can always surely say 

That Thou art loTe. 

When fear its gloomy cloud will fling 
O'er earth — our souls to heaven above, 

As to their sanctuary, spring, 
For Thou art love. 

When mystery shrouds our darkened path 
We'll check our dread, our doubts reprove ; 

In this our soul sweet comfort hath. 
That Thou art love. 

Yes, Thou art love — a truth like this 
Can every gloomy thought remove. 

And turn all tears, all woes, to bliss : — 
Our God is love. 
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SONNET. 

Mother, revere God*s image in thy child ! 

No earthly gift thy parent arms enfold ; 

No mortal tongue as yet the worth hath told 
Of that, which in thy bosom, meek and mild. 
Bests its weak head. Oh, not by sense beguiled 

Gaze on that form of perishable mould ; 
Tho* first by thee it liyed, on thee it smiled, 

Yet not for thee existence must it hold. 
For God's it is, not thine. Thou art but one 

To whom that happy destiny is given. 
To see an everlasting life begun, 

To watch the dawnings of the future heaven, 
And to be such in purity and love 
As best may win it to that life above ! 

EinLT Taylor. 



THE LITTLE FLOCK, 
' My sheep hear my Toioe, and I know them, and they follow 
me."— John ix. 27. 

Oh ! Jesus, let me hear. 

Thy gentle, loving voice. 
Speak — ^this deep silence break ; 
No music could so make 

My heart rejoice. 
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Dost Thou not know Thy sheep ? 

Then whisper I am one. 
No longer can I sigh, 
No more if Thou art nigh 

Feel sad and lone. 



Breathe but one word of love, — 
Then will I follow Thee ; 

Won by Thy magic voice. 

Though rough paths be Thy choice, 
Mine shall they be. 

What can I not endure, 

If Thou with me abide ? 
Darkness is light to me, 
Sorrow is sweet with Thee, 
Close by Thy side. 

Safe in my Shepherd's artfis. 

Nought shall awake my fear ; — 
Let me but see Thy face, 
Feel Thine own strong embrace, 
Know Thou art here ! 
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CHEERFULNESS TAUGHT BY REASON. 

I THiKK we are too ready with complaiiit 

In this fair world of Grod's. Had we no hope 

Indeed beyond the zenith and the slope 

Of yon grey blank of sky, we might grow faint 

To muse upon eternity's constraint 

Bound our aspirant souls ; — ^but, since the scope 

Must widen early, is it well to droop, 

For a few days consumed in loss and taint ? 

Oh pusillanimous heart I be comforted. 

And like a cheerful traveller, take the road. 

Singing beside the hedge. What if the bread 

Be bitter in thine inn, and thou unshod 

To meet the flints ? At least it may be said, 

** Because the way is short, I thank Thee, God ! *' 

K B. Bbownino. 



NIQHT. 

If thou hast ever tried to count, 

As one by one they rise. 
The innumerable stars that roll 
Circling around the constant pole 
Upon the midnight skies ; 
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Hast tlion not shrnnk within thyself, 

As if some mighty power, 
Some aU-pervading influence, 
That made thee feel thy nothingness. 

Encompassed thee that hour ? 

Each little flickering starlight ray, 

That faintly meets the sight, 
May he a glorious sun, whose face 
Reflects on worlds in distant space 

Its own pure heams of light. 

Worlds, which perchance the hand of God 

Has sumptuously arrayed. 
In such fair garments as the earth 
Wore on the morning of its hirth. 

And jojrfxdly, displayed. 

He who on Ghehar's plains heheld 
The Almighty's chariot-wheels. 
Boiling across the eternal course. 
With star-like eyes, and fire-like force, 
And thunder's deafening peals, — 

Saw but in strange, unwonted form, 

The wonders which thine eyes 
May see in the abysmal deep 
Of nighty when countless myriads kee^ 

Tbeir rigila in the skies. 
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Wheel within wheel those countless orbs 

Revolve in complex motion ; 
Star beyond star gleams forth, and shows 
Extent which none but heaven knows, 
Infinity's vast ocean. 

The prophet's heart that yearned to see 

The visions that were shown 
Unto his fervent, longing soul, 
Portrayed on the prophetic scroll 
In words of fire alone, — 

Fainted when God bestowed the boon 

So ardently desired ; 
Oh I how could man endure the sight 
Of power, in its refulgent light, 

Unless in love attired ? 

But love has taught us how to look 

With steadfast, open eye. 
On scenes where heavenly power displays 
Its workings to our wondering gaze. 

In veiled majesty. 

We ask no open vision now. 

To see Thee face to face 
Would overpower man's feeble heart ; 
Sufl&cient, if Thou dost impart 

The riches of Thy grace ! 
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If but our souls are true to Thee, 

Each rising sun reyeals 
Some lovely traces of Thy hand. 
Impressing upon sea and land 

Its heaven-engraven seals. 

And, thro' the darkness of the night, 

The eye of faith may see 
The star-crowned messengers that bring 
Tidings from the Eternal King 

Who rules in secrecy. 

The faith of holy men of old, — 

How much it shameth ours. 
Which, aided by a stronger light, 
But seldom gains a fuller sight 

Of heavenly things and powers. 

Yet Thou art working all around. 

And bidding us behold 
How everything that feels Thy power 
Bursts into life with glorious dower 

Of beauties manifold. 

The delicate embroidery 

That decks the lichened stone, — 
The little fairy flowers that drink 
The morning dews, and gaily blink, 

Tho* seen by heaven alone, — 
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The ceaseless hum of tiny wings 

That fan the sultry air, — 
The joyous thrills and echoing 
Of leafy woods in early spring, — 

Proclaim Thy presence there ! — 

Oh, how our Heavenly Father's love 

Encircles us around ! 
Daily to our bewildered eyes 
Some new created wonders rise, 

, As from enchanted ground. 

And yet our sinful hearts are slow 

These wonders to record. 
Strengthen our spiritual sight 
To see Thy veiled power and might, 

And own Thy presence, Lord ! 

From "The Dote on the Cross." 
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ON GOETHE'S LAST WORDS,— "LIGHT, MORE LIGHT! 

The God-enamelled flower 

At early dawn looks up, 
And gently would unfold 

Its pencilled cup ; 
Whilst to the sun it saith, 

" Arise, and chase the night, 
Wipe oflf this tear of dew. 

More light ! more light ! " 

When twilight steals away, 

The wood-bird, singing, grieves. 
And calls the evening back 

To tint the leaves ; 
It saith, " Oh ! linger yet, 

I still in aery flight 
Would bathe my golden breast. 

Stay I stay I ohHght!'' 

And thus the soul cries out 
When dawn begins to break, 

And in the sky it sees 
The first grey streak : — 
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** Away, away, dark sins, 
YeVe held me long in night ; 

I long to walk in day ; 
Oh! light! more light!" 

Then comes the life's hroad noon, 

With sun and sultry beam ; 
And oft the soul doth err 

In act and dream ; 
Sun-spots arise to dim 

The perfectness of sight, 
Unsatisfied, it cries, 

'' Temper the light ! " 

Then evening stealeth on — 

The last hours of the strife, — 
When angels beckon us 

To leave this life ; 
Then, as the soul soars up 

To heaven's most holy height, 
It crieth, plaintively, 

'' O Lord! more light!" 

More light ! more light I to see 
What mystic path I tread. 

What dangers hover o'er 
My heart and head I 
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Oh ! stretch Thy guiding hand, 
And lead me through this night ; 

Then bathe me in a flood 
Oi perfect light 1 '' 

From " Thb Pkoplb*8 Joubnal." 



FORWARD. 

*' Bat if a man live manj yean, and rejoice in them all ; yet let 
him remember the days of darkueea ; for they shall be many. All 
that oometh ia vanity."— EocL xL 8. 

Shall this life of mine be wasted ? 

Shall this vineyard He untilled ? 
Shall true joy pass by untasted, 

And this soul remaim unfilled ? 

Shall the God-given hours be scattei^d, 
Like the leaves upon the plain ? 

Shall the blossoms die, unwatered 
By the drops of heavenly rain ? 

Shall I see each fair sun waking, 
And not feel it wakes for me? — 

Each glad morning brightly breaking, 
And not feeJ it breaks for me ? 
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Shall I see the roses blowing, 

And not wish to bloom as they ? — 

Holy fragrance round me throwing, 
Luring others on the way. 



Shall I hear the free bird singing, 
In the summer's stainless sky. 

Far aloft its glad flight winging. 
And not seek to soar as high ? 

Shall this heart still spend its treasures 
On the things that fade and die ? 

Shall it court the hollow pleasures 
Of bewildering vanity ? 

Shall these lips of mine be idle ? 

Shall I open them in vain ? 
Shall I not with God's own bridle 

Their frivolities restrain ? 

Shall these eyes of mine still wander ? 

Or, no longer turned afar, 
Fix a firmer gaze and fonder 

On the bright and morning star ? 
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Shall these feet of mine delaying, 

Still in ways of sin be found ? 
Braving snares, and madly straying 

On the world's bewitching ground ? 

No, I was not born to trifle 

Life away in dreams or sin ! 
No, I must not, dare not, stifle 

Longings such as these within ! 

Swiftly moving, upward, onward, 
Let my soul in faith be borne ; 

Calmly gazing, — skyward, sunward, 
Let my eye unshrinking turn 

Where the cross, God's love revealing, 

Sets the fettered spirit free ; 
Where it sheds its wondrous healing, 

There, my soul, thy rest shall be, 

Then, no longer idly dreaming. 

Shall I fling my years away. 
But, each precious hour redeeming, 

Wait for the eternal day ! 
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•THY WILL BE DONE." 



My God and Father 1 while I stray 
Far from my home, in life's rough way, 
Oh I teach me from my heart to say, 

** Thy will be done ! ' 



Tho' dark my path and sad my lot, 
Let me ** be stilP' and murmur not ; 
And ever pray, as Thou hast taught, 

" Thy will be done ! " 



What tho' in lonely grief I sigh 
For friends beloved, no longer nigh, 
Submissive still I would reply, 

" Thy will be done ! '' 

If Thou shouldst call me to resign 
What most I prize, (it ne'er was mine,) 
I only yield Thee what was Thine ; 

'' Thy will be done ! " 
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Should pining sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 
My Father ! still I strive to say, 

** Thy will be done ! " 

If but my fainting heart be blessed 
With Thy sweet Spirit for* its guest ; 
To Thee, O Lord, I leave the rest ; 

'' Thy will be done ! " 

Renew my will from day to day ! 
Blend it with Thine ! and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say, 

" Thy will be done." 

Then, when on earth I breathe no more. 
The prayer half-mixed with tears before, 
ril sing upon a happier shore ; 

'' Thy will be done ! " 

C.E. 



F "Z 
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EVENING HYMN. 



Through the day Thy love has spared us, 
Now we lay us down to rest ; 

Through the silent watches guard us, 
Let no foe our peace molest ; 

Jesus, Thou our guardian be. 

Sweet it is to trust in Thee. 

Pilgrims here on earth, and strangers, 
Dwelling in the midst of foes, 

Us and ours preserve from dangers ; 
In Thine arms may we repose : 

And, when life's short day is past, 

Eest with Thee in heaven at last. 



HYMN TO THE FLOWERS. 



Day stars ! that ope your eyes with man to twink 
From rainbow galaxies of earth's creation. 

And dew-drops on her lonely altars sprinkle. 
As a libation. 
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Ye matin worshippers 1 who, bending lowly 
Before the uprisen sun, God's lidless eye. 

Throw from your chalices a sweet and holy 
Incense on high. 

Ye bright mosaics I that, with storied beauty. 
The floor of nature's temple tessellate, 

Wliat numerous emblems of instructive duty 
Your forms create ! 

'Neath cloistered boughs each floral bell that 
swingeth 

And tolls its perfume on the passing air. 
Makes sabbath in the fields, and even ringeth 

A call to prayer. 

Not to the domes where crumbling arch and column 
Attest the feebleness of mortal hand. 

But to that fane, most catholic and solemn, 
Which God hath planned : 

To that cathedral, boundless a,s our wonder. 
Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon 
supply ; 
Its choir, the winds and waves; its organ, 
thunder ; 
Its dome, the skjr. 
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Tliere, as in solitude and shade I wander 

Througli the green aisles, or stretched upon the 
sod, 

Awed by the silence, reverently ponder 
The ways of God. 

Your voiceless lips, oh flowers, are living preachers, 
Each cup a pulpit, every leaf a book, 

Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers 
From loneliest nook. 

Floral apostles ! that, in dewy splendour, 

**Weep without woe, and blush without a 
crime," 

Oh may I deeply learn, and ne'er surrender 
Your lore sublime ! 

** Thou wert not, Solomon, in all thy glory, 
Arrayed," the lilies say, ** in robes like ours ; 

How vain thy grandeur ! " — ah, how transitory 
Are human flowers ! 

In the sweet scented pictures, heavenly Artist, 
With which Thou paintest nature's wide-spread 
hall. 

What a delightful lesson Thou impartest 
Of love to all ! 
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Not useless are ye, flowers ! — though made for 
pleasure, 

Blooming o'er field and wave by day and night; 
From every source your sanction bids me treasure 

Harmless delight. 

Ephemeral sages ! — what instructions hoary 
For such a world of thought could furnish scope ! 

Each fading calyx a memento mori, 
Yet fount of hope ! 

Posthumous glories ! angel-like collection ! 

Upraised from seed or bulb interred in earth, 
Ye are to me a type of resurrection, 

And second birth. 

Were I, O God, in churchless lands remaining. 
Far from all voice of teachers or divines. 

My soul would find, in flowers of Thy ordaining, 
Priests, sermons, shrines. 

Horace Smith. 
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EARTH'S ANQELS. 



Why come not spirits from the realms of glory, 
To yisit earth, as in the days of old, 

The times of sacred writ, and ancient story ? 
Is heaven more distant, or has earth grown 
cold? 

Oft have I watched when summer-clouds, re- 
ceding. 

Waved like rich banners of a host gone by. 
To catch the gleam of some white pinion, speeding 

Along the confines of the glowing sky. 

And oft, when midnight stars, in distant chill- 
ness, 

Were calmly burning, listened late and long ; 
But Nature's pulse beat on in solemn stillness, 

Bearing no echo of the seraph's song. 

To Bethlehem's air was their last anthem given, 
When other stars before the one grew dim ? 

Was their last presence known in Peter's prison ? 
Or where the exulting martyrs raised their 
hymn? 
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And are they all within the veil departed ? 

There gleams no wing along the empyrean now ; 
And many a tear from human eyes have started, 

Since angel's touch has calmed a mortal's brow. 

No ! earth has angels, — ^tho' their forms are 
moulded 

But of such clay as fashion all below ; 
Tho' harps are wanting, and bright pinions folded, 

We know them by the love-light on their brow ! 

There have been angels in the gloomy prison, — 
In crowded halls, — by the lone widow's hearth ; 

And, where they passed, the fallen have arisen. 
The giddy paused, — the mourner's hope had 
birth. 

I have seen angels by the sick one's pillow : 
Theirs was the soft tone, and the soundless 
tread ; 
Where stricken hearts were drooping like the 
willow, 
They stood between the living and the dead. 

And, if my sight, by earthly dimness hindered. 
Beheld no hovering cherubim in air, 

I doubted not (for spirits know their kmiteS?) 
Uiejr smiled upon the faithful watcheis t^^ii^te. 
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I have seen one whose eloquence commanding 
Boused the rich echoes of the human hreast, 
The blandishments of wealth and ease withstand- 
ing, ' 
That hope might reach the sorrowing and 
oppressed ; 

And by his side there moved a form of beauty, 
Strewing sweet flowers along the path of life, 

And looking up with meek and loveliest duty ; 
/ called her angels but he called her " wife^ 

Oh many a spirit walks the earth unheeded, 
Which, when its veil of sadness is laid down, 

Shall soar aloft on pinions unimpeded, 
And wear its glory like a starry crown ! 

From " The Chbistian Citizsn/' 



A PRAYER AGAINST IMPATIENCE AND IRRITABILITY. 

Lord ! when I see Thee as Thou art, 
No suflferings then can wake a sigh ; 

Grant the one wish that fills my heart — 
To glorify Thee ere 1 die \ 
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When I would murmur and complain, 
Fix on Thy cross my tearful eye ; 

Mine is far lighter to sustain ; 
Oh, make me patient ere I die ! 



What countless hlessings Thou hast given, 
(Tho' health it please Thee to deny) 

Thy precious blood, — a home in heaven ; 
Oh, make me thankful ere I die ! 



Thou art my stem, my life, my root ; 

Sap to Thy feeblest branch supply ; 
Those who ** abide in Thee " bear fruit ; 

Oh, make me fruitful ere I die ! 

Too often do I go astray ; 

Unstable, weak, alas ! am I ; 
Oh ! keep me in Thyself, my way ; 

Make me consistent ere I die ! 



Oh, prove, by making all things new, 
Thou dost within me rule, not / ; 

Let grace the carnal mind subdue. 
And make me heavenly ere I die I 
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None without holiness can see 
Thy glorious beauty eye to eye ; 

But, if my heart Thy temple be, 
I shall be holy ere I die I 

Let every grace combine to prove 
Thy Spirit seals me from on high ; 

Faith, meekness, resignation, love — 
Let each adorn me, ere I die. 

Show that I am in Thee ** complete ;" 

In me Thy mercy magnify ; 
Let all around Thy praise repeat, 

By me awakened, ere I die. 

Thou art the Lord, my righteousness, — 
No other wedding robe need I ; 

Jehovah's eye no spot will trace, — 
In it arrayed, I'm fit to die. 

This, this alone, can safety give. 

When death's appalling hour draws nigh, 

If it be '' Christ " to me ** to live," 
It will be '' gain " indeed '' to die." 
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WRITTEN AFTER WATERING THE PLANTS OF A 
DEPARTED CHILD. 

Like thee, my lovely one ! thy plants have faded ; 

Leaf after leaf has fallen, and left them bare ; 
And thus, like them, my earthly joys are shaded; 

** A better hope'' still keeps me from despair ! 

I gaze around, where once, in love and gladness, 
With thee, my child, I passed the social day ; 

Each dear memorial strikes some chord of sad- 
ness, 
Some warning note that calls me hence away. 

Our once-loved home, all silent and deserted. 
Has lost its life, its charm, in losing thee ; 

With us, the course of Nature seems inverted, 
Why is the mourner's part assigned to me ! 

Sweet, opening Flower ! so dearly, fondly 
cherished, 
Long watched with anxious hopes, with 
trembling fears ; 
But, art thou gone, as if untimely perished ? 
Or should thj Joss be wept with bitter tft«t^1 
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The talents given were not by her neglected ; 

My Mary early " chose the better part ;'* 
Then wherefore mourn for one who, ** soon per- 
fected," 

Now shares the blessing of * * the pure in heart ?' * 

** She pleased the Lord ;" be this my consolation, 
**He took her lest deceit should grieve her 
soul ;" 

Death was, to her, a merciful translation, 
A brief, calm passage to the heavenly goal. 

The sting of death withdrawn by Him who loved 
her. 

Its terrors shrouded from her gentle eye ; 
On a dove's wing it silently removed her 

To the blest realms of Immortality. 

Fast fall my tears : but He who knows our weak- 
ness. 
Who wept Himself beside the recent tomb, 
Will aid the struggling heart to bow with meek- 
ness. 
When Love Divine sees meet its best gifts to 
resume ! 

Maria Hack. 
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THE GREAT REFINER. 
' And He shall sit as a refiner and purifier of silTer/'— Mai. iii. 3. 

'Ti8 sweet to feel that He who tries 

The silver, takes His seat 
Beside the fire that purifies, 

Lest too intense a heat, 
Raised to consume the base alloy, 
The precious metals too destroy. 

'Tis good to think how well He knows 

The silver* s power to bear 
The ordeal to which it goes ; 

And that, with skill and care. 
He'll take it from the fire, when fit, 
For His own hand to polish it. 

*Tis blessedness to know that He, 

The piece He has begun. 
Will not forsake, till He can see 

(To prove the work well done) 
An image, by its brightness, shown 
The perfect likeness of His own. 

But ah ! how much of earthly moxAd, 
Dark relics of the mine, 
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Cast from the ore must He behold ; 

How long must He refine, 
Ere in the silver He can trace 
The first faint semblance to His face. 

Thou great Refiner ! sit Thou by, 

Thy promise to fulfil ; 
Moved by Thy hand, beneath Thine eye, 

And melted at Thy will. 
Oh may Thy work for ever shine. 
Reflecting beauty pure as Thine ! 



SONNET. 

Therb is a train of holy thought. 

That e'en on earth can trance the soul 
When all inferior things seem nought, 

And God and heaven possess the whol 
Such is the feeling, when the stroke 

Of sorrow falls upon the head ; 
When some fair bond of love is broke, 

Or some sweet star of comfort fled ; 
Oh ! then, we think, these fleeting ties 

Shall bind us to the earth no more ; 
We turn our wishes to the skies, 
Where joyance never, never dies, 

And sin and all its pangs are o'er I 
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TO ONE WHO COMPLAINED THAT "SHE OFTEN FELT 
AS IF HER MIND WERE QOINQ." 



Thou bruised reed ! think not thy way to Heaven 
Lies thro' the flowery paths of knowledge fair ; 

Believe it not ! peace may to thee be given, 
Thy faintest sigh accepted as a prayer, 

And thou mayst wash thy Saviour's feet with tears, 

Tho' not a ray of light upon thy path appears. 

'Tis not for thee to choose the narrow path 
Which God appoints thee as thy safest road ; 

Enough to know the way which seems so dark 
Is that which best will lead thy soul to God ; 

If He withdraw some blessing, day by day, 

'Tis but for thee to bow, and bowing, to obey. 

That which thou dreadst thou mayst not live to see. 

The coming twilight of a darkening mind. 
These shadowy fears perchance are sent to thee. 

To prove thy faith by terrors undefined ; 
Let them not lure thee from thy hope of rest, 
The Tempter only fears lest thou be eaxVy \>\e^^e<V. 
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The drooping soul, that now so feeble lies, 

Shall spring to life in Heaven's more genial air ; 
Soon as the Sun of Righteousness shall rise, 
His beams shall quick dispel these mists of 
care; 
And who shall wear a brighter smile than thou. 
When once those healing wings have swept thy 
weary brow ? 

Poor child of Earth I then look not with dismay 
On what may come to shade thy journey home ; 
The heaviest sorrows are but for a day, 

And, if the darkness of the night should come, 
When God takes back the light He once hath 

given, 
'Tis but that it may shine with steadier ray in 
Heaven ! 

M. E. Dabtoii. 
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HYMN. 



Great God, let Thy constraining power 
To Thee our wandering feelings draw, 

And let us give this sacred hour 
To humble fear and holy awe. . 

And should the sense of conscious sin 
Our trembling hearts with anguish shake, 

And hope Thy pardoning love to win 
Our fainting, sinking souls forsake ;• — 

Oh, let Thy grace such strength supply : 
Lord, breathe the thought which comfort gives. 

And point to Faith's uplifted eye 
The Lamh who died^ the God who lives ! 

A. Opie. 



THE DARKENED CAGE. 

He wakes from sleep, that blithesome bird, 
The leaves are by gentle breezes stirred. 
And he longs to look on the streams and bowers 
That offc have solaced his prisoned hours. 

G S 
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But the scene before him is dark and dim, 
Mom and its glories are not for him, 
A shroud has veiled from his eager sight 
The world of verdure, of flowers, and light. 

Hark ! — a slow melody, soft and clear, 

Strikes, in his sorrow, his grateful ear. 

Perchance he had valued not that lay, 

Had he heard it amid the smiles of day ; 

But now he learns for the sound to wait. 

And he strives the notes to emulate ; 

Daily he masters some mystic tone. 

Till the whole sweet strain becomes his own. 

He sings it in full free notes at last, — 

Now has the time of his darkness passed, — 

The veil is raised, and again he sees 

The dancing waters, and blossoming trees. 

Not as oppression was placed that shade, 

It was meant his toilsome task to aid ; 

And, that task accomplished, that purpos 



won 



His cares are over, his trials done. 

Have we not oft, like that drooping bird, 
Lessons of truth in our sadness heard ? 
And felt their wisdom, and blessed their worth, 
Tho' we prized them not in our days of mirth ? 
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To those hidden meanings in grief we turn, 

Which the worldling deems too hard to learn ; 

And we rise all human themes ahove, 

Telling alone of a Saviour's love ; 

Like the bird, we may not hope to gain 

Immediate aid from our passing pain ; 

The bird is from future joys debarred. 

And Earth alone can his toils reward ; 

But, tho* darkness reign o'er our mortal day, 

A scene of light we shall yet survey, 

When the shroud is raised from our mortal eyes 

By the hand of God in the blissful skies ? 



ONE BY ONE. 

One by one the sands are flowing, 
One by one the moments fall ; 

Some are coming, some are going ; 
Do not strive to grasp them all. 

One by one thy duties wait thee : 
Let thy whole strength go to each ; 

Let not future dreams elate thee, 
Lesra thou £r8t what these can teac\v. 
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One by one (bright gifts from Heaven) 
Joys are sent thee here below ; 

Take them readily when given, 
Ready, too, to let them go. 

One by one thy griefs shall meet thee, 
Do not fear an armed band ; 

One will fade as others greet thee, 
Shadows passing thro^ the land. 

Do not look at life's long sorrow ; 

See how small each moment's pain ; 
God will help thee for to-morrow ; 

Every day begin again. 

Every hour that fleets so slowly, 
Has its task to do or bear ; 

Luminous the crown and holy, 
If thou set each gem with care. 

Do not linger with regretting, 
Or for passing hours despond ; 

Nor, the daily toil forgetting, 
Look too eagerly beyond. 

Hours are golden links, God's token, 
Reaching Heaven ; but, one by one, 

Take them, lest the chain be broken 
Ere the pilgrimage \)e doTie. 
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"UNTO THE UPRIGHT THERE ARISETH LIGHT IN 
THE DARKNESS." 

Lead, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom, 

Lead Thou me on ! 
The night is dark, and I am far from home — 

Lead Thou me on I 
Keep Thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene — one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 

Shouldst lead me on : 
I loved to choose and see my path ; hut now 

Lead Thou me on I 
I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will ; — remember not past years. 

So long Tliy power hath blessed me, sure it still 

Will lead me on, 
0*6r moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 

The night is gone ; 
And with the mom those angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost a while. 

From ** Lyra Apostouca." 
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THE SUFFERER CHEERED. 

** Say — shall I take the thorn away," 

(So spake my gracious Lord,) 
** O'er which thy sighs are heaved by day. 

Thy nightly tears are poured ? 
Say — shall I give thee rest and ease, 

Make Earth's fair prospects rise, — 
And bid thy bark, o'er summer seas, 

Float smoothly to the skies ? 

** Shall peace and plenty's cup swell high, 

Health leap thro' every vein, 
And all exempt thy moments fly 

From bitter inward pain ? 
Be nought to check the inspiring flow 

Of human friendship's tide ? 
And every want thy heart can know 

Be quickly satisfied ? 

*' Know thine ease -loving heart might miss 

The comfort with the care ! 
And that full tide of earthly bliss 

Leave little room for prayer ! — 
Few were thy visits to the throne, 

Unchastened then by pain. 
Thou, o'er thy bosom foes, alone 

Wouldst small advantage gain. 
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** Nor deem tlie highest, holiest joy, 

A stranger still to woe, — 
Both servants in My high employ, 

Most closely linked they go. 
My lore illumes, with tenderest rays. 

The path of self-denial ; 
And huming bright the glory's blaze 

That crowns the fiery trial I 

** In conscious weakness thou shalt hang 

On My Almighty arm ; 
Soon as the thorn inflicts its pang, 

m pour My love's rich balm ; — 
Thou, plainest in thy deepest woe, 

Shalt feel Me at thy side ; 
And for My praise, to all shalt show 

Thou art well satisfied I 

*' Then, wilt thou in thy Master's cup 

Consent awhile to share ? — 
Know when in love I drank it up, 

No wrath was left thee there ! — 
Thy Saviour's love and power to bless 

Trust where thou canst not see, 
And, in yon howling wilderness. 

Step fearless forth with Me l" 
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** Lord ! magnify Thyself in me ! '* 

With faltering lips I said ; 
For, strong to bear as faith may be, 

Weak nature quails with dread. — 
But He, who, thro' the shrinking flesh, 

The spirit's will can read, 
Smiled on His work, and bade afresh 

All grace meet all my need I 



CONSOLATION. 

All are not taken ; there are left behind 

Living beloveds, tender looks to bring. 

And make the daylight still a happy thing ; 

And tender voices, to make soft the wind. 

But, if it were not so — if I could find 

No love in all the world for comforting, 

Nor any path but hollowly did ring, 

Where ** dust to dust " the \o\e from life disjoined, 

And if, before those sepulchres unmoving, 

I stood alone, (as some forsaken lamb 

Goes bleating up the moors in weary dearth,) 

Crying * Where are ye, O my loved and loving ?'^ — 

I know a Voice would sound, ** Daughter, I am : 

Can I suffice for Heaven, and not for earth?" 
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I WILL FEAR NO EVIL, FOR THOU ART WITH ME.' 
PSALM XXili. 4. 

In heavenly love abiding, 

No change my heart shall fear, 
And safe is such confiding, 

For nothing changes here. 
The storm may roar without me. 

My heart may low be laid ; 
But God is round about me, 

And can I be dismayed ? 

Wherever He may guide me, 

No want shall turn me back ; 
My Shepherd is beside me, 

And nothing can I lack. 
This wisdom ever waketh, 

The sight is never dim ; 
He knows the way He taketh, 

And I will walk with Him. 

Green pastures are before me, 

Which yet I have not seen. 
Bright skies will soon be o'er me, 

Where the darkest clouds have loeeix. 
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My hope I cannot measure, 
My path to life is free ; 

My Saviour has my treasure, 
And He will walk with me. 

A. L. w. 



DISCIPLINE. 

Tremble not, tho' darkly gather 
Clouds and tempests o'er thy sky ; 

Still believe thy Heavenly Father 
Loves thee best when storms are high. 

When the sun of fortune shineth 

Long and brightly on the heart, 
Soon its fruitfulness declineth. 

Parched and dry in every part. 

Then the plants of grace have faded 

In the dry and burning soil ; 
Thorns and briars their growth have shaded,- 

Eartbly cares and eattlily toil. 
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But the clouds are seen ascending, 

Soon the heavens are overcast, 
And the weary heart is bending 

'Neath affliction's stormy blast. 

Yet the Lord, on high presiding. 
Rules the storm with powerful hand ; 

He the shower of grace is guiding 
To the dry and barren land. 

See, at length the clouds are breaking, — 
Tempests have not passed in vain ; 

For the soul, revived, awaking, 
Bears its fruits and flowers again. 

Love divine has seen and counted 

Every tear it caused to fall; 
And the storm which love appointed 

Was its choicest gift of all. 
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' CANST THOU BY SEARCH INQ FIND OUT QOD ?" 

I AM in Him ! in me, thro* me He speaks. 
Who, if not He himself, taught man His name ? 
Who gave him knowledge of the Invisible ? 
Who turned his face toward heaven ? Who placed 

within 
A judge of all his actions ? Who instructs 
Frail mortals to adjust the strife between 
Passion and Duty by far other rules 
Than those which Pleasure dictates ? Whence, 

too, is it 
That, for an unseen spiritual good, 
We cheerfully forego the joys of life ? 
Dust draws to dust, — ^the spirit to the spirit — 
To Thee, most Holy One, who, thro' Thyself, 
Revealed art in Man. 

Oh joy transcending every earthly joy, 

Oh rapture inexpressible, to know 

My destined lot ! Because God is, I am. 

God lives for ever, therefore / shall live. 

God dwells in bliss, bliss therefore shall be mine ! 

To Him be adoration, praise, and love I 

F. SilOBiOtL. 
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'THE LITTLE WHILE." 



Oh, for the peace that floweth as a river, 
Making life's desert places bloom and smile ! 

Oh, for the faith to grasp Heaven's bright **for 
ever," 
Amid the shadows of Earth's '' little while !" 

*' A Uttle while " for patient vigil-keeping. 
To face the stern, to wrestle with the strong ; 

** A little while" to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves and sing the harvest 
song ! 

** A Uttle while" to wear the robe of sadness. 
To toil, with weary step, thro' miry ways ; 

Then to pour forth the fragrant oil of gladness, 
And clasp the girdle ronnd the robe of praise ! 

" A little while," 'mid shadow and illusion. 
To strive, by faith. Love's mysteries to spell ; 

Then read each dark enigma's bright solution. 
Whilst meekly owning ** He doth all thnv^"e» 
well!" 
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** A little while'' the earthen pitcher taking 
To wayside brooks, from far-oflF fountains 
fed, 

Where the cool lip, its thirst for ever slaking, 
May taste the fdlness of the Fountain-head ! 

** A little while" to keep the oil from failing, 
** A little while," faith's flickering lamp to 
trim; 
And then, the Bridegroom's coming footsteps 
hailing, 
To haste to meet Him with the bridal hymn ! 

And He, who is Himself the Gift and Giver, 
The future glory, and the present smile, 

With the bright promise of the glad **for 
ever" 
Will light the shadows of the ** little while ! " 

J. c. 
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GONE. 



Another hand is beckoning us, 

Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with angel steps 

The path which reaches Heaven. 

Our young and gentle friend, whose smile 
Made brighter summer hours, 

Amid the frosts of Autumn-time 
Has left us with the flowers. 

No paHng of the cheek of bloom 

Forewarned us of decay. 
No shadow from the silent land 

Fell around our sister's way ; 

The light of her young life went down, 

As sinks behind the hill 
The glory of a setting star — 

Clear, suddenly, and still. 

As pure and sweet her fair brow seemed. 

Eternal as the sky ; 
And, like the brook's low song, her voice 

A sound which could not die •, 
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And half we deemed she needed not 
The changing of her sphere, 

To give to Heaven a shining one, 
Who walked an angel here. 



The blessing of her quiet life 

Fell on us like the dew ; 
And good thoughts, where her footsteps pressed, 

Like fairy blossoms grew. 



Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds 

Were in her very look ; 
We read her face as one who reads 

A true and holy book. 



The measure of a blessed hymn 
To which our hearts could move ; 

The breathing of an inward psalm, 
A canticle of love. 



We miss her in the place of prayer, 
And by the hearth-fire's light ; 

We pause beside her door to hear 
Once more her sweet ** Good-night ! 
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There seems a shadow on the day, 

Her voice no longer cheers ; 
A dimness on the stars of night, 

Like eyes that look through tears. 

Alone unto our Father's will 

One thought hath reconciled, — 
That He, whose love exceedeth ours. 

Hath taken home His child. 

Fold her, O Father 1 in Thine arms, 

And let her, henceforth, be 
A messenger of love between 

Our human hearts and Thee. 

Still let her mild rebuking stand 

Between us and the wrong. 
And her dear memory serve to make 

Our faith in goodness* strong ; 

And grant that she, who, trembling here, 

Distrusted all her powers. 
May welcome to her holier home 

The well-beloved of ours. 

J. C. Whittier. 



H 1 
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THE SERVICE OF THE LORD. 



'* If any man lerre me, let him follow me ; and where I ai 
there also thall mj lervant be." — John zii. 26. 



How blessed, from the bonds of sin 

And earthly fetters free, 
In singleness of heart and aim 

Thy servant, Lord, to be ! 
The hardest toil to undertake 

With joy at Thy command ; 
The meanest office to receive 

With meekness at Thy hand ; 

With willing heart and longing eyes 

To watch before Thy gate ; 
Ready to run the weary race, 

To bear the heavy weight : 
No voice of thunder to expect. 

But follow, calm and still ; 
For love can easily divine 

The One Beloved's will. 
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Thus may I serve Thee, gracious Lord ! 

Thus ever Thine alone, 
My soul and body given to Thee, 

The purchase Thou hast won. 
Through evil or through good report, 

Still keeping by Thy side. 
By life or death in this poor flesh 

Let Christ be magnified ! 

How happily the working days 

Li this dear service fly ; 
How rapidly the closing hour. 

The time of rest, draws nigh ! — 
When all the faithful gather home, 

A joyful company ; 
And ever where the Master is 

Shall His blessed servants be. 

Spitta. 
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THE RECORDING ANGELS. 

There are two angels that attend unseen 
Each one of us ; and, in great hooks record 
Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down 
The good ones, after every action closes 
His volume, and ascends with it to God. 
The other keeps his dreadful day-hook open 
Till sunset, that we may repent ; which doing, 
Tlie record of the action fades away, 
And leaves a line of white across the page. 

From Longfellow's "Golden Legekd." 



AS THOU WILT. 

Go not far from me, my strength. 
Whom all my times ohey ; 

Take from me anything Thou wilt. 
But go not Thou away ; 

And let the storm that does Thy work 
Deal with me as it may. 
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On Thy compassion I repose, 

In weakness and distress ; 
I will not ask for greater ease, 

Lest I should love Thee less ; — 
Oh, 'tis a blessed thing for me 

To need thy tenderness ! 

Thy love has many a hidden path 

No outward eye can trace ; 
And, through the darkest night, my heart 

Leaps to behold Thy face. 
And communes with Thee 'mid the storm 

As in a quiet place. 

Oh ! Comforter of God*s redeemed. 
Whom the world does not see, — 

I wish not to avoid the flood 
That casts my soul on Thee I 

Who would not suflFer pain like mine, 
To be consoled like me ? 

When I am feeble as a child, 

And flesh and heart give way. 
Then on thine everlasting strength • 

With passive trust I stay, 
And the rough wind becomes a song, 

And darkness sbines like day \ 
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Oh, blessed are the eyes that see 
(Tho* silent anguish show) 

The love that, in their hours of sleep, 
Unthanked might come and go ; 

And blessed are the ears that hear, 
Tho' kept awake by woe I 

Happy are they that learn in Thee, 
(Tho* patient suffering teach,) 

The secret of enduring strength. 
And praise too deep for speech. 

Peace that no pressure from without, 
No strife within, can reach. 

There is no death for me to fear, 
For Christ, my Lord, hath died ; 

There is no curse in all my pain. 
For He was crucified ; 

And it is fellowship with Him 
That keeps me near His side. 

No suffering, while it lasts, is joy. 

How blest soe'er it be ; 
Yet may the suffering child be glad 

The Father's face to see ; 
And oh, it is not hard to bear 

What must be borne in Thee I 
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It is not hard to bear in faith, 

In Thine own bosom laid, 
The trial of a sonl redeemed 

For Thy rejoicing made ; 
Well may the heart in patience rest 

That none can make afraid. 

Deep unto deep may call, bnt I, 

With peaceful heart, will say 
Thy loving-kindness has a charge 

No waves can take away ; 
So let the storm that speeds me home 

Deal with me as it may ! 

A. L. Wabino. 



' THE CONTRITE HEART. 

I LOOKED unto God in the season of anguish, 
When earth and its trifles could charm me no 
more; 
When pain and affliction had caused me to 
languish. 
And the dream of my youthful existence y?«»i% 
o'er; 
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I looked unto Him who alone can deliver, 
Whose arm of omnipotence never shall yield ; 

And I prayed that His grace might support me 
for ever, 
My rock and my refuge, my sun and my shield. 

How bitterly, then, did my conscience upbraid 
me? 
For the least of my crimes I had nothing to 
plead ; 
But I thought of the promise which Jesus had 
made me, 
And I cried unto Him in the time of my 
need. 
Yes ; He whose entreaties so oft I'd neglected, 
And met all His kind invitations with scorn, 
The Saviour and Prince whom I thus had 
rejected. 
Was my only relief when I wandered forlorn. 



Yet still — oh! the baseness that reigns in my 
spirit — 
I often forget Thee, my Heavenly Friend, 
And, thankless for all which from Thee I inherit, 
Deny Thee, and grieve Thee— aye, times 
without end. 
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How oft, when the worldling has dared me to 
trial, 
Have I passed him in silence, regardlessly by ; 
Was this like the courage, the bomidless denial, 
Which a sense of Thy favour should ever 
supply ? 

Oh ! Father of mercies, assist me to cherish 
The light of Thy word in my innermost 
soul; 
Without Thine assistance I feel I must perish, 

In the tempest of sin which I cannot control. 
But Thou, who canst say to the foam-crested 
ocean. 
Thus far, and no farther, thy proud waves shall 
come — 
Tliou only canst curb each unhallowed emotion. 
And guide me in peace to my glorious home ! 

John Buchanan. 
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THE NEED SUPPLIED. 

Jesus, my Saviour, look on me, 

For I am weary and oppressed ; 
I come to cast my soul on Thee ; 
Thou art my rest. 

Look down on me, for I am weak ; 

I feel the toilsome journey's length. 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek; 
Thou art my strength. 

I am bewildered on my way ; 

Dark and tempestuous is the night ; 
Oh, shed Thou forth some cheering ray ! 
Thou art my light. 

I hear the storms around me rise, 

But, when I dread the impending shock. 
My spirit to her refuge flies ; 
Thou art my rock. 

When the accuser flings his darts, 

I look to Thee — ^my terrors cease ; 
Thy cross a hiding-place imparts ; 
Thou art my peac^. 
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Standing alone on Jordan's brink, 
In that tremendous, latest strife, 
Thou wilt not suflFer me to sink ; 
Thou art my life. 

Thou wilt my every want supply, 

E'en to the end, whate'er befal ; 
Thro' life, in death, eternally. 
Thou art my all. 

Macduff. 



HYMN. 

Saviour ! lead us by Thy power 

Safe into the promised rest ; 
Choose the path — ^the way whatever 

Seems to Thee, O Lord, the best. 
Be our guide in every peril, 

Watch and keep us night and day, 
Else our foolish hearts will wander 

From the stmt and narrow way . 
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Since in Thee is our redemption, 

And salvation, full and free, 
Nothing need our souls dishearten, 

But forgetfulness of Thee. 
Nought can stay our steady progress ; 

More than conquerors we shall be, 
If our eye, whatever the danger. 

Looks to Thee, and none but Thee. 

In Thy presence we are happy ; 

In Thy presence we*re secure ; 
In Thy presence all afflictions 

We can easily endure; 
In Thy presence we can conquer, 

We can suffer, we can die ; 
Wandering from Thee we are feeble ; 

Let Thy love, then, keep us nigh ! 



THE CHRISTIAN'S ONWARD COURSE. 

Our course is onward — onward unto light. 

What tho' the darkness gathereth amain ? 

Yet, to return or tarry — both are vain. 
How tarry ? — when all round us is dark night ; 
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Whither return ? — what flower yet ever might 
In days of cold, and gloom, and stormy rain. 
Enclose itself in its green hud again ? 

Hiding from wrath of tempest out of sight ? 

Courage ! we travel through a darksome cave ? 
But still, as nearer to the light we draw. 
Fresh gales will reach us from the upper air. 

And wholesome dews of heaven our foreheads 
lave; 

The darkness lighten more — till, full of awe 
We stand in the open sunshine unaware. 

B. C. Trench. 



THE INNER CALM. 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm. 
While these hot hreezes blow j 

Be like the night-dew's cooling balm 
Upon earth's fevered brow. 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 
Soft resting on Thy breast ; 

Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm, 
And hid my spirit rest. 
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Calm me, my God, and keep me calm ; 

Let Thine outstretched wing 
Be like the shade of Elim's palm, 

Beside her desert-spring. 



Yes, keep me calm, tho' loud and rude 
The sounds my ear that greet ; 

Calm in the closet's solitude. 
Calm in the bustling street ; " 



Calm in the day of buoyant health, 
Calm in my hour of pain ; 

Calm in my poverty or wealth, 
Calm in my loss or gain ; 



Calm in the sufferance of wrong. 
Like Him who bore my shame ; 

Calm 'mid the threatening taunting throng 
Who hate Thy holy name. 



Calm when the great world's news with power 

My listening spirit stir ; 
Let not the tidings of the hour 

E'er find too fond an ear. 
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Calm as the ray of sun or star, 

Which storms assail in vain, 
Moying unruffled thro' earth's war, 

The eternal calm to gain. 



THE BEAUTIFUL. 

The Beautiful was meant as a refining 

And purifying influence, to tend 
Above us like the stars serenely shining, 

With all our secret thoughts and hopes to blend ; 
'Twas given, not to centre our affection 

Upon itself, the Beautiful alone, 
But to be sought and loved as the reflection 

Of hidden beauty, in a world unknown. 
'Twas sent to animate, to cheer, to brighten 

Our earthly course ; to fan us with its wings ; 
'Twas made to pass away that it might heighten 

Our aspirations after higher things. 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

Oh Thou whom eye hath seen not^— ne'er shall 

Whose way is in the deep I whose step's un- 
known ; 
Enshrined Thyself in clouds of mystery, 
Yet darting beams of heavenly brightness 

down I 
Thou art my God ! and prostrate at Thy throne, 
And firm in faith, and strengthened in Thy 

power, 
I yield my all. Oh God ! accept Thine own 
From the frail heart that seeks to know no 
more 
Than that Thou liy'st and reign' st — ^to tremble 
and adore ! 

Oh I let my soul, content to worship Thee, 
Each daring thought, each prouder wish resign; 
Till Thine own voice shall set the spirit free, 
And mortal knowledge ripen to divine ! 
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Perhaps (forgive that daring thought of mine) 
Thine eye of grace the humbler prayer may 

view, 
And bid Thy heavenly light more brightly 

shine 
On those, who, panting for its bean^is, yet knew 
To wait in patient hope, till death the veil undrew ! 

Oh ! not on doubt* s interminable main 

Let my frail barque by varying winds be crossed ; 

When human aid, alas ! but shows in vain 

To the wrecked wretch, the port for ever lost ! 

Who shall assuage thy griefs, ** thou tempest- 
tossed?'' 

And speak of comfort, comfortless, to thee ? 

Who but the Power that knows thy weakness 
most. 

And, in His own good time, can set thee free. 
Spreading the oil of peace o'er thy tumultuous sea? 

And let not him who never felt a fear. 
Safe in his pride of heart, thy woes deride ; 
Perhaps that scornful eye, or brow severe. 
Hath thoughts less hallowed than thine own 

to hide. 
E'en the dark days of doubt have purified 
Thy chastened soul from many an earthly stain^ 

1*51 
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And driven afar the demon power of pride, 
That once had marked thee in his menial train, 
But now hath lost his slave, and spreads his 
lures in vain ! 



Poor child of darkness ! happier in thy tears. 
Happier than they that mock them as they 

flow; 
With all thy doubts, thy weakness, and thy 

fears, 
Thy heart hath learned this simple truth to 

know. 
That not to man, whose dwelling is below. 
Whose brother is the worm, whose bed the 

dust, 
Partner with thee in want, and guilt, and woe, 
Doth God the record of thy deeds entrust ; 
But He alone is Judge, whose law alone is just ! 

Father of Light ! whose loveliest name is Love ! 
Whose throne the contrite seek — the guilty fly. 
Thou art my God I around, beneath, above, 
I see no frowns, no terror, in Thine eye I 
All breathes of that pervading harmony 
Which draws from present ill the future good. 
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All points our spirits to that peaceful sky, 
Where, banished far, nor sorrow* s wayward 
mood, 
Nor fancy's evil train, nor real ills intrude ! 

But who shall know Thee, and be known of 

Thee, 
When Thou, Great Shepherd ! call'st us to 

Thy fold? 
And who shall taste Thy glorious liberty. 
And, " face to face," Thine awful form behold? 
Oh, God ! Oh, Father ! mould our spirits ; 

mould 
To Thine each purpose of the obedient heart ; 
Shake off the mists that now our eyes enfold ; 
Let every fear, but fear of Thee, depart. 
And let us see Thy face, and know Thee as Thou 

art! 

Emily Taylor. 



HYMN. 



Send down, oh God ! Thy Spirit unto me, 
Who am so poor, so wayward, and so frail \ 

Make me to feel I must depend on Th^e, 
Or else mast wholly fail. 
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Thou knowest, and Thou only, how I stray ; 

How my weak heart rebellious turns from Thee ; 
What sudden darkness falls upon my way, 

Where doubts and dangers be. 

I know I am unworthy of Thy love ; 

Unworthy in Thy thoughts to hold a place ; 
Yet, may I not, Oh Father I serve to prove 

The fulness of Thy grace ? 

Not that I can for sin atonement make, 
Not that I have a merit of my own ; 

Come, for the love of Jesus — for His sake. 
And His dear sake alone ! 

Come, and break up this hardened heart of mine ; 

Come, and Thy glory and Thy grace restore; 
Oh I let me feel again a love divine, 

And feel it evermore ! 

D. F. R. 



"HE CARETH FOR YOU." 

What is it to cast the care on God ? 
Is it to keep the heaviest load, 

And lay some trifling weight aside I 
Still taking thought for every hour, 
As if the Lord*s sustaining power 

Were still unkno^jm — ^a\.\e«ii«X.\vxi\,fv%\1 
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Is it to shrink at future things, 
To start at what the present brings, 

And groan when we but fear the rod ? 
Not to rejoice till we receive, 
And only when we see, believe ; 

Is this to cast the care on God ? 

No, the believer doth not so ; 
As Shiloh's waters softly go. 

He keeps his smooth and even way ; 
No evil tidings doth he fear, 
His heart is fixed, his help is near. 

His strength is equal to his day. 

Before he started for his crown. 
He laid his heavy burden down, 

A weight the pilgrim could not bear ; 
His foes without, his fears within. 
His griefs, his weakness, and his sin. 

And everything that caused his care. 

Should doubts arise, should ills betide, 
" God will protect, God will provide,'' 

He saith ; and, pondering in his breast 
The promise of his faithful Lord, 
He doth believe His plighted word, 

And so he " enters into rest." 
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THE DISEMBODIED SPIRIT. 

Oh sacred Star of Evening, tell 
In what unseen celestial sphere 

Those spirits of the perfect dwell, 
Too pore to rest in sadness here. 

Roam they the crystal fields of light, 
O'er paths by holy angels trod, — 

Their robes with heavenly lustre bright, — 
Their home, the paradise of God? 

Sou] of the just I and canst thou soar 
Amid those radiant spheres sublime, 

Where countless hosts of heaven adore, 
Beyond the bounds of space or time ? 

And canst thou join the sacred choir. 
Thro' heaven's high dome the song to raise, 

Where seraphs strike the golden lyre 
In ever-during notes of praise ? 
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Oh ! who would heed the chiUing blast 
That blows o'er time's eventful sea, 

If bid to hail (its perils passed) 
The bright wave of eternity ? 

And who the sorrows would not bear 
Of such a transient world as this, 

When hope displays, beyond its care, 
So bright an entrance into bliss ? 

Peabodt. 



THE BLESSEDNESS OF TRUSTING IN QOD. 

The Lord in trouble hear thee. 

And help from Zion send ; 
The God of grace be near thee. 

To comfort and befriend ! 
Thy human weakness strengthen, 

Thy earthly wants supply. 
Thy span of nature lengthen 

To endless life on high I 
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Above His own anointed 

His banner bright shall wave ; 
Their times Hre all appointed, — 

The Lord His flock shall save ; 
Thro' life's deceitful mazes 

Their steps will safely bear, 
Accept their feeble praises, 

And hear their every prayer. 

Go on, thou heir of glory ! 

No ill can thee betide ; 
The prize is fuU before thee, 

Thy Guardian at thy side. 
Who trust in mortal forces 

Their weakness soon shall see ; 
But God a sure resource is. 

And God shall succour thee. 



Lyte. 
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THE CRUISE THAT FAILETH NOT. 
" It is more blessed to give than to receive." 

Is thy cruise of comfort wasting ? 

Eise and share it with another ; 
And, thro' all the years of famine, 

It shall serve thee and thy brother. 

Love divine will fiU thy storehouse, 
Or thy handful still renew ; 

Scanty fare for one, will often 
Make a royal feast for two. 

For the heart grows rich in giving, — 
All its wealth is living grain ; 

Seeds which mildew in the garner, 
Scattered, fill with gold the plain. 

Is thy burden hard and heavy ? 

Do thy steps drag wearily ? 
Help to bear thy brother's burden, — 

God will bear both it and thee. 
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Faint and weary on the mountains, 
Wouldst thou sleep amidst the snow ? 

Chafe that frozen form beside thee, 
And together both shall glow. 

Art thou stricken in life's battle ? 

Many, crowded round thee, moan ; 
Lavish on their wounds thy balsam, 

And that balm shall heal thine own. 

Is the heart a well left empty ? 

None but God its void can fill ; 
Nothing but a ceaseless fountain 

Can its ceaseless longings still. 

Is the heart a living power ? 

Self-entwined, its strength sinks low ; 
It can only live in loving, 

And, by serving, love will grow. 

Bessie Charlks. 
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THE PILGRIM'S PRAYER. 

Guide us, Oh Thou glorious Saviour, 
Pilgrims thro' this barren land ; 

We are weak, but Thou art mighty ; 
Hold us with thy powerful hand. 

Bread of heaven ! 
Feed us now and evermore. 

Open stand, Thou living Fountain I 
Whence the healing waters flow ; 

Be our fiery, cloudy Pillar 
All the dreary desert thro' I 

Strong Deliverer ! 
Thou art still our Strength and Shield. 

While we tread this vale of sorrow, 

May we in Thy love abide ; 
Keep us ever, gracious Saviour I 

Cleaving closely to Thy side, 
Still relying 

On the Father's changeless love. 
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Saviour, come, — ^we long to see Thee, 
Long to dwell with thee above ; 

And to know, in full communion, 
All the sweetness of Thy love. 

Come, Lord Jesus, 
Take thy waiting people home. 



PLEAD FOR ME. 

Oh Thou I the contrite sinner's Friend ; 
Who, loving, lov'st them to the end. 
On this alone my hopes depend. 

That Thou wilt plead for me. 

When, weary in the Christian race. 
Far off appears my resting-place, 
And, fainting, I mistrust Thy grace, 
Then, Saviour, plead for me. 

When I have erred and gone astray, 
Afar from Thine and wisdom's way, 
And see no glimmering, guiding ray, 
Still, Saviour, plead for me. 
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When Satan, by my sins made bold, 
Strives from Thy cross to loose my hold, 
Then with Thy pitying arms enfold. 
And plead, oh plead, for me. 

And when my dying hour draws near. 
Darkened with anguish, pain, and fear. 
Then to my fainting sight appear. 
Pleading in heaven for me. 

When the full light of heavenly day 
Reveals my sins in dread array. 
Say Thou hast washed them all away, — 
Oh, say Thou plead' st for me ! 

WXSLET. 



GRACE. 

From out Thy boundless store of grace. 

So costly, fall and free. 
Do Thou this earthly vessel fill 

As full as it can be. 
That all I think, or say, or do. 

May savour, Lord, of Thee. 
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With many a precious word of truth 

My weary soul renew, 
Take captive every wandering thought, 

My rebel will subdue ; 
And let Thy glory be my aim, 

In everything I do. 

Prom every earth-bom idol here 

My restless spirit wean ; 
Teach me to walk by earnest faith. 

In things not felt or seen — 
Simply to look to Thee for all, 

On Thee alone to lean. 

Teach me to walk as Thou didst walk. 
When a weary pilgrim here, — 

To have a smile for those who joy. 
To dry the mourner's tear ; 

Never to cries of pain or woe 
To turn a silent ear; 

Always to come, and in Thy blood 

To wash my sins away — 
Always to watch, and never faint. 

And never cease to pray ; 
To love, and serve, and follow Thee 

More fully every day. 
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THE REST THAT REMAINS FOR THE PEOPLE OF QOD. 

How sweet it is, when, weaned from all, 
We follow Jesu's secret call. 

And hidden in Him live ! 
How sweet to be released from sin, 
And, freed from aU self-love within. 

To God alone to cleave ! 



How sweet, from earthly things to part, 
And, in the closet of the heart. 

To live retired with God I 
How sweet, the Lord Himself to find 
Residing in our inmost mind. 

And make Him our abode ! 



How sweet, when, with a childlike grace. 
We walk before the Father's face. 

And seek but Him to please ! 
How sweet, when we to all below, 
A meek and quiet spirit show, 

And live in perfect peace I 
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How sweet, when, with a silent awe, 
In spirit near to God we draw. 

Arrayed in truth divine I 
How sweet, when, with a dierub's Bye, 
We fixedly behold Him nigh, 

And in His glory shine ! 

How sweet, when all our powers and will 
Subdued, resigned, serene, and «till. 

At God's disposal lie I 
How sweet, when every lofty thought 
Is into deep subjection brought 

Before the Omniscient eye ! 

How sweet, when self and things remote 
Are lost and utterly forgot. 

And all our cares depart; 
How sweet, beyond all time «nd space, 
A still eternity to trace, 

Within our inmost heart ! 

How sweet it is, retired and free. 
In such a desert place to be. 

And hear the voice of peace ! 
How sweet, when undisturbed we rest, 
Like children on a parent's breast. 

And from our own works cease I 
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How sweet, when after wasting strength, 
The spirit finds its home at length. 

And roams no more abroad I 
How sweet, in pure and perfect love, 
To soar thro' sense, to things above. 

And join ourselves to God ! 

precious, sweet Eternity, 

Thou realm of peace ! how happy he. 

Who thee within hath found ! 
My spirit in Thy silence blest. 
Shall steadfast in concealment rest, 

Till life hath reached its bound ! 

TBB8TKB0ZN. 



TRUE PEACE. 

There is a calm the poor in spirit know. 
Which softens sorrow, and which lightens woe ; 
There is a peace that shines within the breast. 
When all without is stormy and distressed ; 
There is a light that gilds the darkest hour. 
When dangers threaten, and when troubles lower ; 
That calm to faith and hope alone is given, — 
That peace remains, when all beside is riven, — 
That light shines down to man direct irom.'Hfea.'^r^w. 

^1 
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I UNTIL THE DAY DAWN." 

To have a hope, a dawning hope, 

That sheds a pale light thro' the gloom, 

And cheers us while our sad hearts grope 
Thro' earth's dark passage to the tomb ; — 

Oh, this is bliss, — the pale light growing 
Brighter as we approach the goal, 

Pure as a heavenly radiance, glowing 
On the horizon of the soul. 

Oh, this is bliss, — to know that light 
Is true as He from whom it flows, 

And hail in death the welcome sight 

Of Christ who lived, who died, who rose ! 

From "Thb Dote ov thb Cross." 



LOOKING UNTO JESUS. 

Wherefore droops thy trembling soul ? 

Wherefore saddened is thy brow ? 
Clouds around thy pathway roll. 

But thy God is present now. 
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Baise thine eyes, — ^the cross is there, 
Steadfast still, tho' tempests frown ; 

Lift thy head and make thy prayer, — 
Claim thy Saviour for thine own ; 

Make thro' Him thy deep appeal, — 

Looking unto Jems, kneel ! 

He, the Author of the faith 

Which thy spirit shall renew, 
In His sacred hour of death 

Finished thy salvation too. 
Learn thy Saviour's power to see ; 

He, the life, the truth, the way. 
Interceded e'en for thee 

Ere thy heart had learned to pray. 
Lift thy heart, and raise thy hand ; 
Looking unto Jesus, stand ! 

When the water-floods of grief 

Round thy helpless head shall rise. 
When there seemeth no relief. 

Look toward the eternal skies ; 
There behold how radiantly, 

Beams the star of faith divine ; 
Yesterday it shone for thee. 

And to-day it still shall shine ; 
Ask no aid the woTld can give, — 
Zooh'nff unto Jesus, live ! 
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When thou feelst, by many a token, 

That the flesh shall soon decay, 
And the golden bowl be broken, 

And the silver chord give way ; 
Then, beyond the darksome veil, 

Trust that He thine eyes shall bless ; 
As the light of life shall fail. 

Keep the Sun of Righteousness 
Ever brightening in thine eye, 
And, looking unto Jesus ^ die ! 



CLINGING TO JESUS. 

Oh holy Saviour I Friend unseen I 
Since on Thy arm Thou bid'st us lean, 
Help us throughout life's changing scene 
By faith to cling to Thee ! 

Blessed with this fellowship divine. 
Take what Thou wilt, we'll not repine ; 
For, as the branches to the vine. 
We only cUng \^ T\i^^\ 
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Tho* far from home^ fatigued, oppressed, 
Here we hare found a place of rest ;. 
As exiles still, yet not unblessed, 

Because we cling to Thee ! 



What tho' the world deceitful prove. 
And earthly friends and hopes remove ; 
With patient, uncomplaining love. 

Still can we cling to Thee I 



Tho' oft we seem to tread alone 

Life's dreary waste with thorns o'ergrown, 

Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone. 

Whispers, " Still cHng to Ma !" 



Tho' faith and hope are often tried. 
We ask not, need not, aught beside; 
So safe, so calm, so satisfied. 

The souls that cling to Thee ! 



They fear not Satan, nor the grave. 
They know Thee near, and strong to save ; 
With Thee all danger they can brave. 
Because they cling to T\xee \ 
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Blessed is our lot, whate'er befal ; 
Who can affright, or who appal ? 
Since, as our strength, our Kock, our all, 
Jesus, we cling to Thee ! 

CM. 



" BLESSED ARE YE THAT SOW BESIDE ALLWATERS."- 

ISAIAH XXXII. 20. 



Sow ye beside all waters 

Where the dew of heaven may fall ; 
Ye shall reap if ye be not weary. 

For the Spirit breathes o'er all. — 
Sow, though the thorn may wound thee, 

One wore the thorns for thee ; 
And though the cold world scorn thee 

Patient and hopeful be. 

Sow ye beside all waters. 

With a blessing and a prayer ; — 
Name Him whose hands uphold thee, 

And so\\iye everywhere. 
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Sow where the sunlight sheddeth 

Its warm and cheering ray, 
For the rain of heaven descendeth 

When the sunbeams pass away. 

Sow when the tempest lowers, 

For calmer days may break ; 
And the seed in darkness nourished, 

A goodly plant may make. 
Sow when the morning breaketh 

In beauty o'er the land ; 
And when the evening falleth 

Withhold not thou thine hand. 

Sow, though the rock repel thee 

In its cold and sterile pride ; 
Some cleft there may be riven. 

Where the little seed may hide. 
Fear not, for some will flourish, 4 

And, though the tares abound, 
Like the willows by the waters. 

Will the scattered grain be found. 

Work while the daylight lasteth. 
Ere the shades of night come on ; 

Ere the Lord of the vineyard cometh, 
And the labourer's work is done. 
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Watch not the clouds above thee, 
Let the. wild winds round thee sweep ; 

Grod may the seed-time give thee, 
But another* 8 hand may reap. 

Have faith, though ne'er beholding 

The seed burst from its tomb ; 
Thou know'st not which may perish, 

Or what be spared to bloom. 
Room on the narrowest ridges, 

The ripened grain will find ; 
That the Lord of the harvest, coming 

In the harvest — sheaves may find, 



THE ONE PRAYER. 

One prayer I have — all prayers in one, 

When I am wholly Thine ; 
Thy will, my God, Thy will be done, 

And let that will be mine ! 

All wise, all mighty, and all good. 

In Thee I firmly trust ; 
Thy ways, unknown, or understood, 

Are merciful and just. 
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Is life with many comforts crowned ? 

Upheld in peace and health ? 
With dear relations twined around ? 

Lord, in my time of wealth — 

May I remember, that, to Thee 

Whatever I have, I owe ; 
And back, in gratitude, from me 

May all Thy bounties flow ! 

Thy gifts are only well enjoyed, 

When used as talents lent ; 
Those talents only well employed, 

When in Thy service spent. 

And, though Thy wisdom takes away. 

Shall I arraign Thy will ? 
No ! let me bless Thy pame, and say 

" The Lord is gracious still." 

A pilgrim through the world I roam, 

Of nothing long possessed ; 
And all must fail when I go home. 

For this is not my rest I 

Write but my name upon the roll 

Of thy redeemed above. 
Then heart, and mind, and strengfti, «iA ^o\i\^ 
rUlove Thee for Thy love 1 



f 
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ON PRAYER. 

Lord I what a change within us one short hour, 
Spent in Thy presence, will prevail to make ! 
What heavy burdens from our bosoms take I 
What parched grounds refresh, as mth a shower ! 
We kneel — and all around us seems to lower ; 
We rise — and all the distant and the near 
Stand forth in sunny outline, brave and clear ! 
We kneel, how weak 1 — we rise, how full of 

power ! 
Why, therefore, should we do ourselves this 

wrong. 
Or others, that we are not always strong ? 
That we are ever overborne with care ? 
That we should ever weak or heartless be ? 
Anxious or troubled ? when with us is prayer. 
And joy, and strength, and courage, are with 

Thee? 

R. C. Trench. 
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THE BORDER LAND. 

These lines were Boit by a lady to a friend who wrote to know 
" whtre she ha^ been for several months, that she had not written 
to her?** In the interval her fdend had been brought to the gates 
of the grave by a long and severe illnera. 

I HAVE been to a land, a Border Land, 

Where there was but a strange dim light ; 
Where dreams and shadows, a spectral band, 

Seemed real to the aching sight. 
I scarce bethought me how there I came. 

Or if thence I should pass again ; 
Its mom and night were marked by the flight, 

Or coming of woe and pain. 

But I saw from this Land, this Border Land, 

With its mountain ridges hoar, 
That they looked across to a wondrous strand, 

A bright and unearthly shore. 
Then I turned me to Him, the Crucified, 

In penitence, faith, and prayer. 
Who had ransomed with blood my sinful soul. 

For I thought He would call me tixeie. 
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Yet nay ; for awhile in that Border Land 

He bade me in patience stay, 
And gather rich fruits with a trembling hand, 

While He chased its glooms away. 
He has led me amid those shadows dim, 

And shown that bright world so near. 
To teach me that childlike trust in ffim 

Is ** the one thing needful'' here. 

And so from the Land, the Border Land, 

I haye turned me to earth once more ; 
But earth and its works were such trifles, scanned 

By the light of Uiat radiant shore, 
That oh 1 should they ever possess me again 

Too deeply in heart and hand, 
I must think how «mpty they seemed and vain 

From the heights of the Border Land ! 

The Border Land had depths and vales 

Where sorrow for sin was known ; 
Where small seemed great, as weighed in scale 

By the hand of God alone. 
'Twas a land where earthly pride was not, 

Where the poor were brought to mind, 
With their scanty bed, their fireless cot, 

And their bread so hard to find. 
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Bat little I heard in the Border Land 

Of all that passed below ; 
The once loud yoices of human life 

To the deafened ear were low. 
I was deaf to the clang of its trumpet call, 

Nor heeded its gibe or its sneer; 
Its riches were dust, and the loss of all 

Would then have scarce cost me « tear. 

I met with a Friend in this Border Land, 

Whose teachings come with power 
To the blinded eye and the deafened ear, 

Li affliction's loneliest hour. 
'* Times of refreshing" to the soul, 

Li languor oft He brings, — 
Prepares it then to meditate 

On high and glorious tlungs. 

Oh ! Holy Ghost, too often grieved 

Li health and earthly haste, 
I bless those slow and silent hours 

Which seemed to run to waste ; 
I would not but have passed those depths, 

And such communion known 
As can be held in the Border Land, 

With Theey and Thee alone ! 
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I haye been to a Land, — a Border Land, — 

May oblivion never roll 
O'er the mighty lessons which there and then 

Have been graven on my sonl I 
I have trodden a path I did not know, 

Safe in my Savionr's hand ; 
I can trust Him for all the future, now 

I have been to the Border Land I 

L. N. R. 



THE JOY AND PEACE OF BELIEVING. 

O Lord ! Thy boundless love to me 

No thought can reach, no tongue declare. 

Then bend my wayward heart to Thee, 
And reign without a rival there ; 

From Thee, my Lord, I all receive ; 

Thine, wholly Thine, alone I'd live. 

O Lord ! how cheering is Thy way I 

How blessed, how gracious in mine eyes ! 

Care, anguish, sorrow, pass away, 
And fear before Thy presence flies. 

Lord Jesus ! nothing would I see, 

Nothing desire, apart from Thee I 
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'Mid conflict be Thy love my peace ! 

In weakness be Thy love my strength ! 
And when the stonns of life shall cease, 

And Thou to meet us com'st at length, 
Oh, Jesus, then this heart shall be 
For ever satisfied with Thee. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S HOPE IN SORROW. 

Saviour I in this my day of pressing need, 
I fly to Thee for shelter and support, 

I know Thou wilt not break the bruised reed. 
Nor spurn me from Thy presence. Thou hast 
taught 

The weak and desolate to seek relief in prayer, 

And in this hour of grief I look to find it there. 

I dare not cease to hope, when Thou art neai*, 
Tho' earthly happiness seems past and gone ; 

Tho' now the world looks like a desert drear. 
And I am left to find my way alone. 

Alone ! it cannot be, dear Lord, if I have Thee, 

For thou art better far than all the 'wotVA. \.o m^. 
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Forgive me, Lord, forgive me for the sin 

Which caused this heavy chastisement to 
fall! 
A weak idolater I own IVe been ; 

I own my ** wanderings have procured '* it all, 
And, tho* my fondest hopes lie buried in the 

dust, 
I can but bow, Lord, and feel the sentence 
just. 

Better, far better. Thou shouldst punish me, 

Than leave me still unheeded to go on, 
And madly wander more and more from Tliee, 
Till every thought of heaven at last were 
gone. 
Better, O Lord, I own, to suffer tenfold grief. 
Than Thou shouldst leave me thus alone in un- 
belief. 

But, Saviour, tho' Thou hast recalled Thy child, 

And led me trembling to Thy cross once more ; 

Tho' Thou hast made me hear Thy accents mild, 

And, for a time, my wanderings are o'er. 
Yet oh I be pleased to hold me firmly in Tliy 

way. 
Or soon again I feel my treacherous heart will 
stray. 
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I cannot keep myself from idols, Lord ; 

They rear their heads on every side around ; 
And Thou hast taught me from Thy holy word 

That in the heart they are too often found ; 
In mercy, Saviour, from these idols set me free, 
And give me gra^e and power henceforth to live 
to Thee ! 



THE IMAGE OF QOD., 
(From Franciscx) ds Aldama.) 

O Lord I thou seest, from yon starry height, 

Centred in me, the future and the past. 

Fashioned in Thine own image ; see how fast 

The world obscures in me what once was bright I 

Eternal Sun ! the warmth which thou hast given, 

To cheer life's flowery April, fast decays ; 

Yet, in the hoary winter of my days. 

For ever green shall be my trust in heaven. ' 

Celestial King ! Oh let Thy presence pass 

Before my spirit, and an image fair 

Shall meet that look of mercy frbin on high, 

As the reflected image in a glass 

Doth meet the look of him who seeks it there, 

And owes its being to the gazer's eye. 

1. "2. 
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" FEAR NOT." 

" Fear not, thou worm Jacob, and ye men of Israel ; I will help 
thee, with the Lord, and thy Redeemer, the Holy One of larael."— 
iBaiali zli. 14. 

"He that spared not His own Son, bat delivered Him np for us 
all, how shall He not with Him also freely give us all things f— 
Romans viiL 32. 



Commit thy ways, thy sorrows, 
' Thy wishes, and thy fears, 
To Him, who with a Master's hand, 

Directs the rolKng spheres ; 
The stars, the clouds, the tempest. 

Obey His High decree, — 
Shall not His wisdom find a path 

Of safety too for thee? 

Place in the Lord thy confidence, 

If thou wouldst have it stand; 
Build on the Lord, and He will bless' 

The labours of thy hand. 
To anxious days, and sleepless nights. 

And unbelieving care, 
God never yields His benefits ; 

They are the fruit of prayer. 
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Almighty, gracious Father I 

By Thee, and Thee alone, 
What mil subserve the good of all 

Thy ransomed ones is known ; 
And what Thy wisdom ordereth, 

(Since all things Thee obey) 
Thy power will surely bring to pass 

In Thine own time arid way. 

What tho' this way may often 

Seem wondrous to our eyes, 
'Tis ftdl of grace and blessing, 

*Tis merciful and wise ; 
And when it is Thy pleasure 

To crown with earthly good. 
We shall obtain the treasure, 

Tho' Earth and Hell withstood. 

Then, Christian, banish sorrow ; 

The gloomy night of woe 
Must flee before the beamings 

Of hope's celestial bow ! 
Thy province is not ruling. 

But sitting meekly still ; 
Jehovah holds the sceptre. 

And He doth all things well. 
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To Him then leave thy guidance, 

He wills thy truest weal ; 
Tliy name is graven on His heart, 

He will uphold thee still ; 
And with admiring wonder, 

Thou'lt own, another day, 
How mercifully ordered was 

Thy pilgrimage in clay ! 

What tho* His comforts tarry, 

It must he for thy good. 
And thou shalt learn 'twas tenderness 

Which thus thy prayers withstood. 
Night may be long and dreary. 

But sure is morning's prime, 
And thou mayst trust thy Father, 

He will not miss His time I 

A child-like faith shall conquer ; 

And, lest thy heart should fail. 
Think on the Christian motto, — 

** Faint, yet pursuing still." 
See God Himself displaying 

The palm which thou shalt bear, 
When thou in Heaven's court shall sing 

His praise who brought thee there. 
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Grant, Lord, a joyful ending 

To all our earthly grief I 
Grant too the strength to suiBfer it, 

Until Thou send relief I 
Then, when Thy servant, Death, shall come 

To call us hence away. 
We'll find the roughest earthly road 

Leads to eternal day ! 

Paul Gbroabdt. 



ON THE DEATH OF A MISSIONARY'S WIFE. 

Hark ! they whisper — Angels say 
" Sister spirit, come away !'* 
Hark I from realms of rest aboy,e 
Steals the hymn of peace and love !- 
As the enfranchised spirit flies 
To her home in yonder skies. 
Strains which Eden never knew 
Guide her untrod pathway through I 

** Sister I ransomed spirit, come ! 
Exile I seek thy native home ! — 
Come — the Spirit bids thee — here 
Never falls the parting tear ; 
Spread thy wings for speedy flig\i\, 
To the realms of love and ligYi\i \ 
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FAITHFULNESS. 

Listen not when men shall tell thee here is work 

for thee to do, — 
There thy field of labour lieth, and the good thou 

shouldst pursue ; 
Idle one, while all are busy, — bound, yet longing 

to arise. 
Follow thou no mortal guidance, though it come 

in prophet guise. 
While the cloud is on thy spirit, and the mist is 

o'er thine eyes. 

Not the stars above us shining, in creation's 

perfect plan. 
Have their places marked more surely, than the 

living soul of man ; 
And the laws are not more changeless which 

direct their daily course. 
Than the lines of light which issue from our 

being's radiant source. 
To restrain the soul's outgoing with an ever gentle 

force. 
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Watch and wait, and, as at Bethel, where of old 
the dreamer lay 

Sleep-bound on his stony pillow, God himself will 
set thy way ; 

Wanderer, and without a hold in illimitable space. 

With the first step simply taken on thy heaven- 
appointed race. 

Thou wilt know the noiseless sliding of a stone 
into its place. 

Up, then, with the break of morning, while upon 
thy lifted eyes. 

Clear before thee rounds of duty one above another 
rise; 

On the steps let down from Heaven, rugged though 
they seem, and hard. 

Pilgrims from all lands will meet thee, silver- 
haired and battle-scarred ; — 

And the young, in meekness lovely, shielded by 
an angel guard. 

With a grasp the worldling feels not, by a touch 

he cannot see. 
Holy joy their bosoms thrilling, they will greet 

and welcome thee. 
With their hymns of glad thanksgiving that thy 

mission is begun, — 
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That the Father's kingdom cometh, — that His 

will on earth is done, — 
Mingling soft thy heart's ** Eureka! peace, the 

Father's boon is won." 

God hath many aims to compass, many messages 

to send ; 
And His instruments are fitted each to some 

distinctive end : 
Earth is full of groaning spirits, hearts that wear 

a galling chain, — 
Minds designed for noble uses, bondaged 'to the 

lust of gain, — 
Souls once beautiful in whiteness, crimsoned with 

corruption's stain. 

Through earth's wrong, and woe, and evil, some- 
times seeing, sometimes blind. 

Ever must the homeward pathway of the humble 
Christian wind ; 

Stooping over sin and sorrow, watching by the 
couch of pain. 

Holy promises outpouring, grateful as the summer 
rain 

To the heart whose hope had withered, never to 
revive again. 

E. Llotd, Philadelphia. 
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CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE. 

Lord, as to Thy dear cross we flee, 

And plead to be forgiven. 
So let Thy life our pattern be. 

And form our souls for heaven. 

Help us, through good report and ill, 

Our daily cross to bear. 
Like Thee, to do our Father's will. 

Our brethren's griefs to share. 

Let grace our selfishness expel, 

Our earthliness refine, 
And kindness in our bosoms dwell. 

As free and true as Thine. 

If joy shall at Thy bidding fly. 
And grief's dark day come on, — 

We, in our turn, would meekly cry, 
" Father, Thy will be done." 

Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 

Forgiving and forgiven. 
Oh, may we lead the pilgrim's life, 

And follow Thee to heaven.! 
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ON THE DEATH OF ALICE EVELYN TUPPER. 

It is an early hoore, 

Sweet ChUde ! to falle asleepe 
Ere yet thy bud had shown its floure, 
Or the morning dews had ceased to shower. 

But in repose how deepe 
Thou calmly liest on thy infant bed ! 
Were all the deade like thee, how lovely were 
the deade I 

Ere day was well begun, 

In what brief space of time 
Thy living course and worke were done ; 
Thou sawst no night, nor even noone, 

But only morning prime I 
Smiling thou sleepest now, but hadst thou founde 
A longer life, tears might those smiles have 
drownde. 

Thine was a blessed flighte. 

Ere sorrow clouded, and ere sin could stay, 
No wearie course was thine — no arduous fighte,— 
And but an houre on Earthe of labour lighte, 

With hire for all the day ! 

Can aught be more that this ? 
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Yes, Christian, yes ! 
It is much more to live, 

And a long life to ** the goode fighte" to give ; 
To "keepe the faithe," the appointed race to 
run, 
And then to win the praise, 

** Servante of God, Well Done !'* 



A WORD TO THE WEAK IN FAITH. 

Oh thou of dark forebodings drear, 
Oh thou of such a faithless heart. 
Hast thou forgotten what thou art. 

That thou hast ventured so to fear ? 

No weed on ocean's bosom cast. 
Borne by its never-resting foam 
This way and that, without an home, 

Till flung on some bleak shore at last ; — 

Be thou the lotus, which above 
Swayed here and there by wind and tide, 
Yet still below doth fixed abide, 

Fast rooted in the eternal Love. 
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DIVINE ORDER. 

'Tis first the true, and then the beautiful, 
Not first the beautiful, and then the true ; 

First the wild moor, with rock and reed and pool, 
Then the gay garden, rich in scent and hue. 

'Tis first the good, and then the beautiful, 
Not first the beautiful and then the good ; 

First the rough seed, sown in the rougher soil, 
Then the flower-blossom, orthe branching wood. 

Not first the glad, and then the sorrowful, 
But first the sorrowful, and then the glad ; 

Tears for a day, for earth of tears is full. 
Then we forget that we were ever sad. 

Not first the bright, and after that the dark. 
But first the dark, and after that the bright ; 

First the thick cloud, and then the rainbow's arc, 
First the dark grave, then resurrection-light. 
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is first the night, — stem night of storm and 

war, — 
Long night of heavy clouds and veiled skies ; 
len the fair sparkle of the momiDg-star, 
That bids the saints awake, and dawn arise. 

BONAR. 



"HAVE FAITH IN GOD." 

Leave God to order all thy ways. 
And hope in Him, whatever betide ; . 

Thou'lt find Him in the evil days 
Thy all-sufficient strength and guide. 

Who trusts in God's unchanging love, 

Builds on the rock that nought can move. 

What can these anxious cares avail ? 

These never-ceasing moans and sighs ? 
What can it help us to bewail 

Each painful moment as it flies ? 
Our cross and trials do but press 
The heavier for our bitterness. 
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Only thy restless heart keep still, 
And wait in cheerful hope ; content 

To take whatever His gracious vdll, 
His all-discerning love hath sent. 

Doubt not our inmost wants are known 

To Him who chose us for His own. 

He knows when joyful hours are best, 
He sends them as He sees it meet ; 

When thou hast borne the fiery test. 
And art made free from all deceit, 

He comes to thee all unaware, 

And makes thee own His loving care. 

Nor, in the heat of pain and strife. 
Think God hath cast thee oflT unheard. 

And that the man whose prosperous life 
Thou enviest, is of Him preferred ; 

Time passes, and much change doth bring, 

And sets a bound to everything. 

All are alike before His face ; 

'Tis easy to our God most high 
To make the rich man poor and base. 

To give the poor man wealth and joy. 
True wonders still by Him are wrought, 
Who setteth up, and brings to nought. 
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Sing, pray, and swerve not from His ways, 
But do thine own part faithfully, 

Trust His rich promises of grace, 
So shall they be fulfilled in thee ; 

God never yet forsook at need 

The soul that trusted him indeeed. 

G. Newmaboh, 1653. 



THE LORD ON HIGH IS MIGHTIER THAN THE NOISE 
OF MANY WATERS— YEA, THAN THE MIGHTY WAVES 
OF THE SEA.**— Psalm xcni. 4. 

He sitteth o'er the water-floods, 

And He is strong to save ; 
He sitteth o'er the water-floods, 

And guides each drifting wave. 

Tho' loud around the vessel's prow 
The waves may toss and break ; 

Yet at His word they sink to rest. 
As on a tranquil lake. 

He sitteth o'er the water-floods. 

When waves of sorrow rise ; 
And, while He holds the bitter cup. 

He wipes the tearful eyes. 
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He knows how long the wilful heart 
Beqnires the chastening grief ; 

And soon as sorrow's work is <ione, 
'Tis He who sends relief. 

He sitteth o'er the water-floods, 

As in the days of old, 
When o'er the Saviour's sinless head 

The waves and billows rolled. 

Yea, all the billows pass'd o'er Him ; 

Our sins — they bore Him. down ; 
For us He met the crushing storm — 

He met the Almighty's frown. 

He sitteth o'er the water-floods ; 

Then doubt and fear no more, 
For He who passed thro' all the storms, 

Has reached the heavenly shore. 

And every tempest- driven bark, 

With Jesus for its guide. 
Will soon be moored in harbour calm, 

In glory to abide. 
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FAITH. 

A swallow in the spring 
Came to our granary, and 'neath the eaves 
Essayed to make her nest, and there did bring 

Wet earth, and straw, and leaves. 

Day after day she toiled 
With patient art, but, ere her work was crowned 
Some sad mishap the tiny fabric spoiled. 

And dashed it to the ground. 

She found the ruin wrought. 
Yet, not dismayed, forth from her place she flew — 
And with her mate fresh earth and grasses brought, 

And built her nest anew. 

But scarcely had she placed 
The last soft feather on its ample floor 
When wicked hands, or chance, again laid waste,. 

And wrought the ruin o'er. 

But still her heart she kept 
And toiled again, and last night, hearing calls, 
I looked, and lo ! three little swallows slept 

Within the earth-made walls. 
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What truth is here, Oh man ! 
Hath hope been smitten in its earlier dawn ? 
Have clouds o'ercast thy purpose, trust, or plan? 

Have faith, and struggle on ! 

H. 8. Androb. 



SONNET TO NIGHT. 

Mysterious Night ! when our first parent knew 
Thee from divine report, and heard thy name. 
Did he not tremble for this goodly frame, 
This glorious canopy of light and blue ? 
'Till, *neath a curtain of translucent dew, 
Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame, 
Hesperus with the host of heaven came, — 
And all creation widen' d in man's view ! 
Who could have thought such darkness lay con- 
cealed 
Within thy beams, Oh Sun ? or who could find, 
While fly, and leaf, and insect stood revealed. 
That to such countless orbs thou mad'st us blind? 
Why do we then shun deaths with anxious strife ? 
If light can thus deceive, why may not life ? 

Blanco Whits. 
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LINES WRITTEN BY CAPT. GARDINER WHEN SUFFERING 
FROM STARVATION IN TIERRA DEL FUEQO. 

Sweet peace have they whose minds are stayed 
Firm on the Rock in Zion laid ; 

No anxious cares disturb their rest, — 
Whatever of earthly ills betide, 
Amid the storm serene they ride, — 

Their souls in patience are possessed. 

Children of Him whose watchful eye 
liegards the ravens when they cry. 

What need they fear or bode of ill ? 
They know their hairs are numbered all. 
Nor can the smallest sparrow fall 

Without their Father's sovereign will. 

Then, come what may, we'll humbly wait ; 
His arm was never bared too late ; 

The promise will not, cannot fail. 
Tho' dark the night, the mom will break. 
His own the Lord will not forsake ; 

The prayer of faith shall yet prevail. 
And we shall deem the trial sweet 
That laid us waiting at his feet. 

From "Thb Subtday at "ELo^ib." 
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THE WORTH OF HOURS. 

Believe not that your inner eye 
Can ever in just measure try 
The worth of hours as they go by. 

For every man's weak self, alas ! 
Makes him to see them while they pass, 
As thro' a dim or tinted glass. 

But if, in earnest care, you would 
Mete out to each its part of good, 
Tnist rather to your after mood. 

So should we live, that every hour 
May die as dies the natural flower, 
A self- reviving thing of power. 

BlCHASD MOVCKTON MlLNBS. 
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THE USES OF SORROW. 

How weary and how worthless this world at times 

appears I 
What days of heavy mnsings, what hours of bitter 

tears ! 
How dark the storm-clouds gather along the 

wintry skies I 
How desolate and cheerless the path before us lies ! 

And yet these days of dreariness are sent us from 

above, 
They do not come in anger, but in faithfulness 

and love ; 
They come to teach us lessons which bright ones 

could not yield, 
And leave us bless' d and thankful when their 

purpose is fulfilled. 

They come to draw us nearer to our Father and 
our God, 

More earnestly to seek His face, to listen to His 
word; 

And to feel if now around us a desert land we see, 

Without a star of promise what would its dark- 
ness be ? 
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They come to lay us lowly and humbled in the 

dust, 
All self-deception swept away, all creature hope 

and trust ; 
Our helplessness, our vileness, our guiltiness, to 

own, • 

And flee for hope and refuge to Christ, and Christ 

alone. 

Thy God has not forgot thee, — and when He sees 

it best. 
Will lead thee into sunshine, will give thee bowers 

of rest ; 
And all thy pain and sorrow, when the pilgrimage 

is o'er. 
Shall end in heavenly blessedness, and joys for 

evermore. 

P. A R. 
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LEANING ON THEE. 

Leahtinq on Thee, my Guide, my Friend, 
My graci9us Saviour ! I am blessed ; 

Though weary. Thou dost condescend 
To be my rest. 

Leaning on Thee, this darkened room 

Is cheered by a celestial ray ; 
Thy pitying smile dispels the gloom : 

Turns night to day. 

Leaning on Thee, my soul retires 

From earthly thoughts and earthly things, 

On Thee concentrates her desires ; 
To Thee she clings. 

Leaning on Thee with child-like faith, 

To Thee the future I confide ; 
Each step of life's untrodden path 

Thy love will guide. 

Leaning on Thee, I breathe no moan. 
Though faint with languor, parched with heat ; 

Thy will has now become my own — 
That will is sweet 
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Leaning on Thee, midst torturing pain 
With patience Thou my soul dost fill 

Thou whisperest, " What did I sustaii 
Then am I still. 

Leaning on Thee, I do not dread 
The havoc that disease will make ; 

Thou who for me Thy blood hast shed 
Wilt ne'er forsake. 

Leaning on Thee, though faint and wes 
Too weak another voice to hear ; 

Thy heavenly accents comfort speak — 
** Be of good cheer !" 

Leaning on Thee, no fear alarms ; 

Calmly I stand on death's dark brinl 
I feel " the everlasting arms," 

I cannot sink. 
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'* DISCOURAGED BECAUSE OF THE WAY/— 

Numb, xxl 4. 

Pilgrim of earth ! who art journeying to heaven ; 

Heir of eternal life ! child of the day ! 
Cared for, watched over, beloved and forgiven. 

Art thou discouraged because of the way ? 

Cared for, watched over, though often thou 
seemest 

Justly forsaken, nor counted a child — 
Loved and forgiven, though rightly thou deemest 

Thyself all unlovely, impure, and defiled. 

Weary and thirsty, no water-brook near thee. 
Press on, nor faint at the length of the way ; 

The God of thy life will assuredly hear thee. 
He will provide thee with strength for the day. 

Break through the brambles and briars that 
obstruct thee. 

Dread not the gloom and the blackness of night, 
Lean on the hand that will safely conduct thee ; 

Trust to ffta eye to whom darkness is'\i^\.\ 
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Be trustful, be steadfast, whatever betide thee, 
Only one thing do thou ask of the Lord — 

Grace to go forward wherever He guide thee, 
Simply believing the truth of His word. 

Still on thy spirit deep anguish is pressing — 
Not for the yoke that His wisdom bestows, 

A heavier burden thy soul is distressing — 
A heart that is slow in His love to repose ; 

Earthliness, coldness, unthankful behaviour — 
Ah 1 thou mayst sorrow, but do not despair ; 

Even this grief thou mayst bring to thy Saviour, 
Cast upon Him e'en this burden and care ! 

Bring all thy hardness ; His power can subdue it ; 

How full is the promise ! the blessing how free ! 
*' Whatsoever ye ask in My name, I will do it," 

** Abide in my love, and be joyful in me.'* 
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SONNET. 



I WILL both lay me down in peace, and sleep, 

For Thou, Oh present God ! art waking still ; 
Thon, o'er my closed eye Thy watch shall keep. 

And I will slumber, dreaming not of ill. 

Thou, with Thy presence. Heaven and Earth 
dost fill ; 
Alike the darkness and the light to Thee ; 

No hand can harm, but at Thy sovereign will. 
First in my thoughts, and last, for ever be ! 

But, for that darker night, that pillow cold, 
Which waits the head now seeking transient rest, 

Oh, how appalling ! might not Faith b ehold 
Beams bright and warm from Heaven the tomb 
invest 1 

And might not hear a better Teacher say, 

** I am the Life, the Truth, the appointed 
Wayl" 

Emily Tailor. 
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UNCLE ISHAM. 



The tabjeot of the following posin was a pious coloured man, who 
belonged to a f<imil7 of slaves in North Carolina, now in process 
of einanoipation by the active exertions of their master and mis- 
tress. The poem is the production of the latter. 

One less is left to love us here — the good old man 

is gone ; 
But still lie points us to the Rock he loved to 

rest upon ; 
One less to warn us what to do, and what to leave 

undone, 
But still he animates our souls the Christian race 

to run. 

Thro' years he loved to labour, as a happy child 

loves play. 
He loved the garden, loved the com, and loved 

the new-mown hay ; 
He made a pet of everything by Nature's bounty 

given. 
He looked on Nature as herself the work and gift 

of heaven. 

Thro' years we saw him daily fed by his own 

household band, 
His head stooped low to meet the cup in loving 
» childhood's hand ; 



PIKTA8 POBTICA. 175 

And by this utter helplessness we saw him sorely 

tried, 
Yet bowed in sweet humility before the Crucified- 

We saw him robed in holiness, we saw him filled 

with love 
For all who dwell beneath the skies, for Him who 

reigns above. 
Oh ! how his soul was feasting on the bread of 

life divine ! 
And drinking of the blessed cup that flows with 

heavenly wine. 

We saw him silent — ^fearing still to speak the 

holy name. 
But, when the Spirit bade him spread abroad the 

Saviour's fame, 
We saw his withered arms upraised, we heard 

his earnest prayer 
That every soul upon the earth his Saviour's 

grace might share. 

We heard his gospel messages — ^we heard his 

glorious psalm 
Of ** praises ! — upraises evermore to God and to 

the Lamb I" 
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And, in his silent ecstasies we saw the tear-drop 

stand 
In those dim eyes he conld not reach with his 

poor, palsied hand. 

His God has wiped those tears away, — that hand 

has power to hold 
The waving palm of victory — the thrilling harp 

of gold. 
The hrow that looked all meekness here, now 

wears a radiant crown, ♦ 

That evermore before the throne of Glory boweth 

down. 

We miss him when we seem to tread the narrow 

path alone, 
We miss his fitly spoken words, we miss their 

touching tone ; 
For every chord within his breast was so attuned 

by love. 
We miss the music of his voice as we would miss 

a dove. 

We miss him when a blessing comes we wish 

with him to share. 
And when a fiery trial comes, we miss his fervent 

prayer ; 
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But, Savionr ! when we draw towards Thee^ his 

words salute our ear, 
" We cannot get too near the Lord, we cannot 

get too near.*' 

So, like some sweet, confiding child, he loved on 

Thee to rest. 
With Thy own robe of righteousness so folded 

round his breast. 
That eyen Death's dread arrow fell so harmless 

by his side. 
We think of him as one who lives, and not as one 

who died. 

And when before the mercy-seat we sometimes 

dare to kneel, 
So poor in spirit, that a sense of want is all we 

feel. 
Thy quickening Spirit bids us ask, " Dear Saviour, 

let us be 
StiU more like him, and then we shall be more 

and more like Thee." 
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BETTER STRENGTH THAN OUR OWN. 

Man in his weakness needs a stronger stay 
Than fellow-man, the holiest and the best ; 

And yet we tnm to them from day to day, 
As if in them our spirits could find rest. 

Gently untwine our childish hands, that cling 
To such inadequate supports as these ; 

And shelter us beneath Thy heavenly wing, 
Till we have learned to walk alone with ease. 

Help us, O Lord, with patient love to bear 
Each other's faults ; to suffer with true meek 

ness; 
Help us each other's joys and griefs to share, 

But let us turn to Thee alone in weakness. 

Fxom *' Thb Dovk on Thb Cross. " 
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THE SAVIOUR'S LOVE. 

Saviour, thro' the desert lead us, 
Without Thee we cannot go ; 

Thou from cruel chains hast freed i^p, 
And hast laid the tyrant low ; 

Let Thy presence 
Cheer us all the journey thro'. 

With a price Thy love has bought us, 

(Saviour, what a love is Thine !) 

Hitherto Thy power has brought us, 

Power and love in Thee combine ; 

Lord of glory, 
Ever on Thy household shine. 

Thro' a desert waste and cheerless, 
Tho' our destined journey lie. 

Rendered by Thy presence fearless. 
We may every foe defy ; 
Nought shall move us. 
While we see Thee, Saviour, mgVi. 
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When we halt, no tract discovering, 
Fearful lest we go astray, 

O'er onr path Thy pillar hovering, 
(Rre by night, and clond by day). 

Shall direct ns ; 
Thus we shall not miss onr way — 

When we hunger, Thou dost feed us, 
Manna still Thy camp surrounds ! 

Faint and thirsty. Thou dost heed us, 
Water from the Rock abounds ; 

Happy people ! 
What a Saviour have we found ! 



* CASTING ALL YOUR CARE UPON HIM, FOR HE CARE 
FOR YOU."— IPkt.t. 7. 

Lord, it belongs not to my care. 

Whether I die or live ; 
To love and serve Thee is my share. 

And this Thy grace must give. 
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If life be long, I will be glad, 

That I may long obey ; 
K short, yet why should I be sad 

To soar to endless day ? 

Christ leads me thro' no darker rooms 

Than He went thro' before ; 
He that unto God's kingdom comes, 

Must enter by His door. 

Come, Lord, when grace has made me meet 

Thy blessed face to see ; 
For, if Thy work on earth be sweet. 

What will Thy glory be ? 

Then shall I end my sad complaints. 

And weary, sinful days, 
And join with the triumphant saints, 

Who sing Jehovah's praise. 

My knowledge of that life is small. 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 'tis enough that Christ knows all. 

And I shall be with Him. 

R. Baxter. 
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THE SUBSTANCE OF THINGS HOPED FOR." 

Saviour ! Thy loye alone can fill * 

And satisfy the human heart ; 
Can turn to good each seeming ill, 

And peace impart. 

Then deign to make Thyself to me, 

While here a sojourner I roam, 
A liying, bright reality, 

My rest, my home ! 

More present to Faith's inward sight 
Than earthly objects to my eye, — 
My hourly well-spring of delight 

Which ne'er runs dry. 

If of some cherished good bereft. 

Too fondly prized, hard to resign. 
Still let me feel enough is left 

If Thou art mine. 

In sorrow be Thy love my balm, 

A panacea, sure to heal ; 
In joy to sanctify and calm. 

That love reveal. 



PIETA8 POETICA. 183 

More intimately be Thou nigh 

Than e*en the dearest earthly friend, 
Bound by that strong mysterious tie 

Death cannot rend. 

Let all around me clearly trace 

A growing likeness, Lord, to Thee ; 
A trophy of transforming grace 

Oh let me be ! 



THE SPIRITUAL TEMPLE. 

" And the honae when it was in building, was bnilt of stone 
made ready before it was brought tbither ; so that there was neither 
hammer, nor axe. nor any tool of iron, heard in the house while it 
was in building."—! Kings vi. 7. 

And whither came these goodly stones 'twas 

IsraePs pride to raise. 
The glory of the former house, the joy of ancient 

days; 
In purity and strength erect, in radiant splendour 

bright. 
Sparkling with golden beams of noon, or silver 

smiles of night ? 
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From coasts the stately cedar crowns each noble 

slab was brought, 
In Lebanon's deep quarries heym, and on its 

mountains wrought ; 
There rung the hammer's heavy stroke among the 

echoing rocks, 
There chased the chisel's keen sharp edge, the 

rude unshapen blocks. 

Thence polished, perfected, complete, each fitted 

to its place. 
For lofty coping, massive wall, or deep imbedded 

base, — 
They bore them o'er the waves that rolled their 

billowy swell, between 
The shores of Tyre's imperial pride, and Judah's 

hills of green. 

With gradual toil the work went on, through days, 

and months, and years. 
Beneath the summer's laughing sun, and winter's 

frozen tears ; 
And thus in majesty sublime, and noiseless pomp, 

it rose 
Fit dweUing for the God of Peace ! a temple of 

repose ! 
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Brethren in Christ, to holier things the simple 

type apply ; 
Our God himself a temple builds, eternal and on 

high. 
Of souls elect; their Zion there — that worid of 

light and bliss : 
Their Lebanon, the place of toil, of previous 

moulding — this. 

Prom nature's quarries, deep and dark, with 

gracious arm He hews 
The stones, the spiritual stones, it pleaseth Him 

to choose : 
Hard, rugged, shapeless at the first, yet destined 

each to shine. 
Moulded beneath His patient hand, in purity 

divine. 

Oh, glorious process ! see the proud grow lowly, 

gentle, meek ; 
See floods of unaccustomed tears gush down the 

hardened cheek ; 
Perchance the hammer's heavy stroke, o'erthrew 

some idol fond ; 
Perchance the chisel rent in twain some precious, 

tender bond ! 
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Behold he prays, whose lips were sealed in silent 

scorn before ; 
Sighs for the closet's holy calm, and hails the 

welcome door ; 
Behold he works for Jesus now, whose days went 

idly past ; 
Oh ! for more mouldings of the hand that works 

a change so vast ! 

We looked on one, a well-wrought stone, a saint 
of God matured. 

What chisellings that heart had felt, what chasten- 
ing strokes endured I 

But marked ye not that last soft touch, — what 
perfect grace it gave. 

Ere Jesus bore His servant home, across the dark- 
some wave ? 

Home to the place His grace designed that chosen 

soul to fill 
In the bright temple of the saved, **upon His 

holy hill;'' 
Home to the noiselessness, the peace, of those 

sweet shrines above. 
Whose stones shall never be displaced, — set in 

redeeming love. 
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Lord, chisel, chasten, polish W5,— each blemish 

work away, 
Cleanse us with purifying blood, in spotless robes 

array; 
And thus, thine image on us stamped, transport 

us to the shore, 
Where not a stroke is ever felt, for none is needed 

more. 

J.T. 



WA ITi NO. 
" Mine boor is not yet come.**— John It. 2. 

Jesus' hour was not yet come ; 

Let this word thine answer be. 
Pilgrim, asking for thy home, 

Longing to be blessed and free. 
Yet a season tarry on. 
Nobly borne, is nobly done. 
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While oppressing cares and fears, 
Night and day no respite leave, 

Still prolonged thro' many years. 
None to help thee, or relieve ; 

Hold the word of promise fast, 

Till deliverance comes at last. 

Every creature hope and trust, 
Every earthly prop and stay 

May lie prostrate in the dust^ 
May have failed or passed away ; 

Then, when darkest falls the night, 

Jesus comes, and all is light. 

Yes, the Comforter draws nigh 
To the breaking, bursting heart. 

For, with tender sympathy, 
He has seen and felt its smart ; 

Thro' its darkest hours of ill 

He is waiting, watching, still. 

Dost thou ask, " When comes His hour ?' 
Then, when it shall aid thee best ; 

Trust His faithfulness and power. 
Trust in Him, and meekly rest. 

Suffer on, and hope, and wait, 

Jesus never comes too late. 
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Blessed day, which hastens fast, 

End of conflict and of sin ! 
Death itself shall die at last, 

Heaven's eternal joys begin ; 
Then eternity shall prove, 
God is light, and God is love. 

Spitta. 



I WAS BROUGHT LOW, AND HE HELPED ME.' 

Oh Thon God who hearest prayer, 
Every hour and everywhere I 
Listen to my feeble breath. 
Now I touch the gates of death ; 
For His sake whose blood I plead, 
Hear me in my hour of need. 

Hear and save me, gracious Lord, 
For my trust is in Thy word ; 
Wash me from the stain of sin. 
That Thy peace may rule within. 
May I know myself Thy child. 
Ransomed, pardoned, xecoiicii^l 
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Dearest Lord, may I so much 
As Thy garment's hem but touch, 
Or but raise my languid eye 
To the cross where Thou didst die, 
It shall make my spirit whole ; 
It shall heal and save my soul. 

Thou art merciful to save ! 

Thou hast snatched me from the grave ! 

I would kiss the chastening rod, 

Oh my Father and my God ! 

Only hide not now Thy face, 

God of all-sufficient grace ! 

Leave me not, my strength, my trust ! 
Oh, remember I am dust ! 
Leave me not again to stray. 
Leave me not the tempter's prey ! 
Fix my heart on things above, 
Make me happy in Thy love ! 

CONDBR. 
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" LORD, BEHOLD HE WHOM THOU LOVEST IS SICK" 

—John xl. 3. 

Saviour, I can welcome sickness, 

If these words be said of me ; 
Can rejoice 'midst pain and weakness. 

If I am but loved by Thee ; 
Love so precious 

Balm for every wound will be. 

Tliou who waited not for fitness 
In the souls Thy blood has saved. 

Let Thy Spirit now bear witness, 
He this sentence has engraved ; 

Love so precious 
Gives me all my prayers have craved. 

Though that love send days of sadness 

In a life as brief as this. 
It prepares me days of gladness 

And a life of perfect bliss ; 
Love so precious 

Bids me every fear dismiss. 
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COMFORT FOR THOSE WHO PART. 

When friend from friend is parting, 

And in each silent eye 
The silent tears are starting, 

To tell what words deny : 
How could we bear the heavy load 

Of such heart- agony ? 
Could we not cast it all, our God, 

Our gracious God, on Thee ; 
And feel that Thou kind watch wilt keep, 

When we are far away ; 
That thou wilt soothe us when we weep, 

And hear us when we pray ? 

Yet oft these hearts will whisper. 

That better 'twould betide. 
If we were near the friends we love. 

And watching by their side : 
But surely Thou wilt love them. Lord, 

For trusting Thee alone ; 
And surely Thou wilt bless them. Lord ; 

The further we are gone. 
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Then why be sad ? since Thou wilt keep 

Watch o'er them day by day ; 
Since Thou wilt soothe them when they weep, 

And hear ua when we pray. 

Oh I for that bright and happy land, 

Where, far amid the blest, 
** The wicked cease from troubling, and 

The weary are at rest." 
Where friends are never parted. 

Once met around Thy throne ; 
And none are broken-hearted. 

Since all, with Thee, are one ! 
Yet oh ! till then, watch o'er us keep, 

While far from Thee away ; 
And soothe us. Lord, oft as we weep, 

And hear us when we pray ! 

J. 8. MONSKLL. 
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THE CHARITY THAT HOPETH ALL THINGS 

Try — and perhaps thou mayst not err, 
To sound the depths of ocean caves, 

Where, long and late, the mariner 
Impels his bark o'er unknown waves ; 

But, think not, with thine utmost art, 

To fathom all thy brother's heart. 

There is an evil and a good 
In every soul unknown to thee, 

A darker or a brighter mood, 

Than aught thine eye can ever see ; 

Words,' actions, faintly mask the whole 

That lies within a human soul. 

Perhaps thy sterner mind condemns 

Some brother mind, that, reasoning less. 

The tide of error slowly stems, 
In pain, — in woe, — in weariness. 

Thou call'st him weak ; — he may be so ; 

What made him weak thou canst not know. 
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Perhaps thy tongue may censure one 
Whose tearless eye hath viewed the bed 

Where all it loved beneath the sun 
Was hasting on to join the dead ; — 

Oh ! stay ; that anguish long and deep 

Can never, never learn to weep. 

Perhaps thy spirit's calm repose 
No evil dream hath come to spoil ; 

A firm, resistless front it shows 
Amid the passions' fiercest broil ; 

'Tis well — enjoy and bless thy lot, 

Still pitying him who shares it not. 

The pure, the holy — they, perchance, 
About thy path have still been seen ; 

Nor could thy feet a step advance, 
But there their pious aid hath been ! 

Ah ! happy in that better state. 

Yet pray for hearts more desolate ! 

But One, from first to last, can read 

The history of each human breast : 
*The springs of thought, of word, and deed. 
Where evil rose, where good repressed. 

One heart alone to thee is known ; 

Oh ! guard and keep it, — 'tis thine own! 
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DRAWING NEAR HOME. 

The leaves around me falling 

Are preaching of decay ; 
The hollow winds are calling, 

** Come, pilgrim, come away !" 
The day, in night declining. 

Says i too must decline ; 
The year, its life resigning. 

Its lot foreshadows mine. 

The light my path surrounding, 

The loves to which I cling, 
The hopes within me bounding, 

The joys that round me wing 
All melt, like stars of even. 

Before the morning's ray. 
Pass upward into heaven, 

And chide at my delay. 

The friends gone there before me 
Are calling from on high, 

And joyous angels o'er me 
Tempt sweetly to the sky. 
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** Why wait,'* they say, "and wither, 

'Mid scenes of death and sin? 
Oh, rise to glory hither. 

And find true life begin.** 

I hear the invitation, 

And fain would rise and come, 
A sinner to salvation, 

An exile to his home ; 
But, while I here must linger, 

Thus, thus let all I see 
Point on, with faithful finger. 

To heaven, Lord, and Thee ! 

H. F. Lyte. 



" HAVE FAITH IN GOD.**— Mark xi. 22. 

I LOVE to think that God appoints 

My portion, day by day ; 
Events of life are in His hand. 

And I can only say, — 
Appoint them in Thine own good time, 

And in Thine own best way. 
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All things shall mingle for my good, 
I would not change them if I conld, 

Nor alter Thy decree; 
Thou art ahore, and I below — 
** Thy will be done ;*' and ** even so/' 

For so it pleaseth Thee. 



THE SYMPATHY OF JESUS- 



" For we haTe oot an high priest which cannot be touched wit 
the feeling of oar infirmitiee ; bat was in all points U mpted like a 
we are, yet without «n."— Heb. iy. 15. 



x\8 oft, with worn and weary feet, 
We thread Earth's rugged valley o'er, 

The thought, how comforting and sweet ! 
Christ trod the weary path before ; 

Our wants and weaknesses He knows, 

From life's first dawning to its close. 
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Does sickness, feebleness, or pain. 
Or sorrow, in our path appear ? 

The recollection will remain, 
More deeply did He suffer here. 

His Hfe, how truly sad and brief, 

Filled up with suffering and with grief! 

If Satan tempt our hearts to stray. 
And whisper evil things within, 

>So did he, in the desert way. 
Assail our Lord with thoughts of sin ; 

When worn, and in a feeble hour, 

The tempter came with all his power. 

Just such as I, this earth He trod. 

With every human ill but sin. 
And tho', indeed, the very God, 

As I am now, so he has been. 
My God, my Saviour, look on me 
With pity, love, and sympathy I 

WiLBKRrORCE. 
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"BE NOT WEARY IN WELL DOING."— 1Th«sb.iii. 13. 

** Be not weary," toiling Christian ! 

Good tlie Master thou dost serve ; 
Let no disappointment move thee, 

From thy service never swerve. 
Sow in hope, nor cease thy sowing ; 

Lack not patience, faith, or prayer ; 
Seed-time passeth — ^harvest hasteneth — 

Precious sheaves thou then shalt bear. 



** Be not weary," praying Christian ! 

Open is thy Father's ear 
To the fervent supplication. 

And the agonizing prayer. 
Prayer the Holy Ghost begetteth 

(Be it words, or groans, or tears,) 
Is the prayer that's always answered ; 

Banish then thy doubts and fears. 
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" Be not weary," suffering Christian ! 

Scourged is each adopted child, 
Else would grow in sad profusion 

Nature's fruit, perverse and wild ; 
Chastening' s needful for the spirit, 

Tho' 'tis painful for the flesh ; 
God designs a blessing for thee. 

Let this thought thy soul refresh. 

** Be not weary," tempted Christian ! 

Sin can only lure on earth ; 
Paith is tried by sore temptation, 

'Tis the furnace proves its worth. 
Bounds are set unto the tempter. 

Which beyond he cannot go ; 
Battle on, on God relying. 

Faith will overcome the foe. 

** Be not weary," weeping Christian ! 

Tears endure but for the night ; 
Joy, deep joy, thy spirit greeting, 

Will return with morning's light ; 
Every tear thou shedd'st is numbered 

In the register above ; 
Heaven is tearless ; sweet the prospect — 

Sighless, tearless, land of lov%l 
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** Be not weary/' hoping Christian ! 

Tho' the yision tarry long, 
Hope will bring the blessing nearer, 

Change thy sorrow into song ; 
Nought shall press thy spirit downwards, 

K thy hopes all brightly shine ; 
Hold thy hope, whatever thou losest ; 

Living, precious hopes are thine I 



** Be not weary," f row Wedf Christian ! 

Rest remains for thee on high ; 
Dwell upon the untold glory 

Of thy future home of joy ; 
There, nor sin nor sorrow entereth ; 

There thy soul, attuned to praise, 
Shall, in strains of heavenly fulness, 

Songs of happy triumph raise. 

*' Be not weary,*' loving Christian ! 

In this heavenly grace abound ; 
Jesus, well thou knowest, loved thee, 

Tho' in mad rebellion found ; 
Drink, drink deeply, of His Spirit, 

Jesus' love knows great nor small ; 
Nature loves but what is lovely ! 

Grace embraceth one and all. 
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Christian ! thus in grace unwearied, 

Pass thj sojourn here below ; 
Spurn lukewarmness ; — let thy bosom 

Ever with true fervour glow ! 
Look to Christ, thy bright Exemplar, 

Copy Him in all His ways ; 
Let thy life and conversation 

Tell to thy Redeemer's praise. 



THE FORSAKEN CONSCIENCE. 

As the stars grow faint and dim 

In the common light of day, 
As in battle's awful din 

The sound of bugles dies away, 
And the watch-fires smoulder in the morning 
grey; 

So the form of Conscience sleeps. 

Cold and lifeless as the dead ; 
Silent now her warning voice. 

Life's fire from her dark eyes fled ; 
While weeping angels stand around her lowly 
head. 
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Knowest thou the friend thou'st lost ? 

Hast thou never felt her wing 
Folded tenderly around thee, 

As a shield 'twixt thee and sin ? 
Hast thou never felt an angel o'er thee hovering? 



She it is who lies before thee, 

Wearied with the watch she kept, 
Thro' the unwearjring love she bore thee, 

Fighting for thee whilst thou slept ; 
And, whilst thou with sin wert trifling, she has 
prayed and wept. 



Oh ! let holy tears fall o'er her ! 

Hard indeed must be thy state. 
If thou canst unmoved remember 

All the loving words she spake ; 
Now thy heart, once full of hope, is desolate. 



Thou grew weary of her warning, 

And her voice wouldst not obey. 
Till thy poor, forsaken Conscience. 

Like the starlight, died away ; 
Lost amid the gathering clouds of sin's dark day. 
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Mourner, listen ! — there is One 

Who has died for such as thou ; 
Know'st thou not those nail-pierced hands, 

And that bleeding suffering brow ? 
Come and tell Him all thy trouble. He will hear 
thee now. 

He who raised the ruler's daughter, 

Will to thee thy friend restore ; 
Only tnist Him as thy Saviour 

Who, for thee, such suffering bore ; 
Listen ! — *' / do not condemn thee ; Go, and sin 



no more 



f»» 



D. K. N. 



LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED, NOR LET IT 
BE AFRAID." 

Bless 'd Saviour ! when the fearful storms 

Of life around me press. 
And we, in vain, for comfort seek 

When all is comfortless ; 
Oh, whisper Thou the sweet command 

Which Thou on us hast laid, 
*' Let not your heart be troubled, 

Nor let it be afraid." 
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When, in deep consciousness of sin, 

We sink, Lord, at Thy feet, 
And scarcely dare to raise our eyes 

Towards Thy mercy-seat ; 
Speak to the trembling spirit, Thou 

Who hast our ransom paid, 
** Let not your heart be troubled. 

Nor let it be afraid." 

Thus speak in each dark scene of life. 

And, at the hour of death 
Be with us still, nor let our souls 

Fail with our faiKng breath. 
Be thou our Comforter and Guide 

Through the dark valley's shade, 
Then our hearts shall not " be troubled," 

Nor shall they " be afraid! " 



THE LORD'S JEWELS. 

What shall these be ? Look round this fading 

earth, 
Where all things whisper of decay and change, 
And say — of all these frail and fleeting things, 
These forms of dust that shall to dust return; 
Where are the Jewels for the Master's use ? 
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His chosen ones our Heavenly Father seeks 
In many a nook unnoticed and retired, 
Where, by His grace upon their inmost soul, 
His little ones have learned to know their need. 
Then, oh, how precious grows that Saviour*s love 
That, in its dying agony, for them 
Won the inheritance of endless joy, 
And free forgiveness for the trembling soul 
That looks to Him to cover all its need ! 

When these. His Httle ones 
Do speak to others of his priceless gift, 
Knowing how little they can do for Him 
And all the love that He hath heaped on them, — 
What saith He then ? 

** When I make up my Jewels 
These shall be mine ! Them will I spare at last 
Even as a man doth spare the son that serves 
him." 

Ah ! let not any say ** he dares not*' come. 
When Love, like this, invites him to the fold ; 
The Saviour ever says — ** Repent and live ! " 

M. E. Dartok. 
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** I WILL BLESS THE LORD AT ALL TIMES" 

When summer suns their radiance fling 
On every bright and beauteous thing ; 
When, strong in health, the evil day 
^Of age and pain seem far away ; 
When sorrow, soon as felt, is gone. 
And smooth the stream of life flows on ; — 
'Tis easy then, my soul, to raise 
The grateful song of heavenly praise. 

But, worn and languid, day and night. 
To see the same unchanging sight ; 
To feel the rising mom can bring 
Nor health, nor ease upon its wing ; 
And, with a mind that longs to throw 
Its light o'er many a scene of woe : 

Then, gazing round this little room, 

To whisper, ** This must be thy doom ; 
Here must thou struggle, here, alone, 
Kepress tired Nature's rising moan ;" — 
Oh, then how hard, my soul, to raise 
In such an hour the song of praise ! 
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To look on all this scene of tears, 

Of doubts, of wishes, hopes and fears, 

As some preluding strain that tries 

Our discords and our harmonies ; 

To think how many a jarring string 

The Master-hand in time may bring ; 

How, finely touched, the soul of pride 

May sink subdued and rectified ; 

How, taught its inmost self to know. 

May learn to bless Him for the blow ; 

Each root of bitterness removed, 

Each plant of heavenly growth improved ; — 

Instructed thus, who would not raise 

The grateful song of heavenly praise ? 

To feel declining day by day 

Each harsher murmur die away ; 

And secret springs of joy arise 

To lighten up the languid eyes ; 

In every bitter draught to think 

Of Him who learned that cup to drink ; 

Again, and oft again, to look 

With rapture on that blessed Book 

Whose soothing words proclaim to thee 

That, " as thy day thy strength shall be ! " 

— Then, with changed thoughts and starengthened 

mind, 
Ei^h Heaven before, and Earth be\mid, 
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Thj patH of pain again to tread 
Till Elarth receires thj wearied head. 
And home the enraptured spirit flies 
To meet its kindred in the skies ; — 
Oh, blessed thought ! who wonld not raise, 
In Life or Death, the song of praise ? 



ON MILTON'S PRAYER FOR PATIENCE. 

I AH old and blind I 
Men point at me as smitten hj God's frown ; 
Afiiicted and deserted of mj kind, 

Yet am I not cast down. 

I am weak, yet strong, 
I murmur not that I no longer see ; 
Poor, old, and helpless, I the more belong, 

Father Supreme ! to Thee. 

All-merciful One ! 
When men are farthest, then art Thou most near ; 
When friends pass by, my weaknesses to shun, 

Thy chariot I hear. 
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Thy glorious face 
Is leaning toward me, and its holy light 
Shines in upon mj lonely dwelling-place, 

And there is no more night. 

On my bended knee, 
I recognise Thy purpose, clearly shown ; 
My vision Thou hast dimmed, that I may see 

Thyself— Thyself alone. 

I have nought to fear ; 
This darkness is the shadow of Thy wing ; 
Beneath it I am almost sacred ; here 

Can come no evil thing. 

Oh ! I seem to stand 
Trembling, where foot of mortal ne'er hath been, 
Wrapped in that radiance from the sinless land 

Which eye hath never seen. 

Visions come and go. 
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng ; 
Prom angel lips I seem to hear the flow 

Of soffc and holy song. 

It is nothing now. 
When Heaven is opening on my sightless eyes, 
When airs from Paradise refresh my brow. 

That Earth in darkness lies. 
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In a purer clime 
My being fills with rapture ; waves of thought 
Roll in upon my spirit ; strains sublime 

Break over me unsought. 

Give me now my lyre ! 
I feel the stirrings of a gift divine ; 
Within my bosom glows unearthly fire, 

Lit by no skill of mine. 



'OH THAT I HAD WINQS LIKE A DOVE! FOfi THEN 
WOULD I FLY AWAY AND BE AT REST." 

Did I ask for the wings of a dove, 

That impatient from grief I might flee ? 
Did I wish to be soaring above, 

Uncall'd, Lord, unbidden by Thee ? 
UnwilKng to suJBTer below, 

Am I weary of doing Thy will ? 
Would I hasten from labour and woe, 

Nor wait Thy designs to fulfil ? 
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Forgotten the privilege *' given," 

To ** suffer" for Him I adore, 
Would I fly uninvited to Heaven 

Because I would suffer no more ? 
Ah, cowardly feeling away ! 

Far from me the impatient desire ! 
My God, I am willing to stay. 

And do all that Thy love may require. 

Now, had I ** the wings of a dove," 

I'd remain in the place where I am, 
I would fold them in meekness and love. 

And wait till my summons should come ; 
If Thou shouldst bend down from the skies, 

Dear Lord, and invite me to flee. 
In a moment expanded they'd rise. 

And swiftly would bear me to Thee I 
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SONNET. 

Jesus ! mj breath is faiUng, lead me on, 

Softly and gently as my strength can bear ; 
Draw me to Thee in closer union, 

And for eternal life Thy child prepare. 
Let Thy love shine upon my soul, and chase 

This mistiness and darkness quite away ; 
Till faith discerns her holy resting-place 

Distinctly, in the perfect light of day. 
Robe me in snowy raiment ; store my heart 

With precious jewels from Thy treasury. 
This world is not my rest, let me depart, 

And let my ransomed soul return to thee. 
Well m&j I trust Thee, who Thyself hast given 
To gain for me the peace and bliss of heaven. 

From ** Ths Dots on the Caoas.** 
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RIZPAH, THE DAUQHTED OF AIAH. 

" And Bizpah, the daughter of Aiah, took aackoloth, and spread it 
for her ap«<n the rock, from the beginning of harveet until water 
dropped upon them out of heaven ; and suffered neither the birds 
of the air to rest on them hj day nor the beasts of the field by 
night." 

*Twas evening upon Syria's hills, and fair the 

landscape lay, 
Whilst in the western heaven glowed the fading 

light of day ; 
And the freshness of the coming night, as on the 

air it stole. 
Brought whispers of a world at rest and stillness 

to the soul. 

It lay upon the sleeping flowers, that bent beneath 

its spell. 
As gently closed each graceful cup and drooped 

each fairy bell ; 
It lay upon the grateful earth, with heat and 

glare oppressed. 
And the moonbeams drew a silver robe across her 

weary breast. 
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Yet something more than moonlight fell on 

Gibeah's rocky hill, 
And o'er the heavy air there hmig a sadness 

deep and still ; 
Nor only on the rustling sheayes did the qniver- 

ing moonbeams play, 
Where the golden treasures of the field npon the 

mountain lay, — 

They fell npon a shronded form that knelt in 

mate despair. 
Where woman's yearning love had framed a task 

that none might share ; 
For Rizpah, on her lonely rock, her sackcloth 

conch hath spread 
To watch with fond, nntiring love, beside her 

silent dead. 

She snfifered not the birds of air to rest on them 

by day, 
And the dark raven's stooping wing soars 

heavily away ; 
By night, her wild and piercing cry hath scared 

the beasts that roam. 
Waking strange echoes in the blast to mingle 

with her own. 
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Thus, night and day, did Eizpah watch, with none 

her love to chide, 
Those helpless forms were more to her than all 

the world beside ; 
Until, from heaven the latter rain swept o*er the 

mountain's breast. 
Then meekly can she yield them up, her mother's 

heart at rest. 

Not ours to know what holy guests her mournful 
vigil shared, 

Nor how her tears were wiped away, her soul for 
peace prepared ; 

For He, who gave that yearning love, could draw 
it nearer home 

With the sweet promise of a world where part- 
ings could not come. 

Nor do we read of murmuring thoughts against 

her Lord's decree. 
As the touching record of her love in the sacred 

page we see ; 
And ever, in each moving line, we think of Him 

who gave 
Tears for the suflferings of the world He loved, 

and died to save. 
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The wondrous purposes of God are not for us to 

scan, 
Enough to know He surely rules the destinies of 

man ; 
Oh, when He most hath hid His face and laid 

our comforts low, 
We learn to kiss the chastening rod, to bless 

Him for the blow ! 

And tho' the bursting of the storm be fearful to 

abide. 
In the very hollow of His hand He promiseth to 

hide 
All who are willing to be taught the peace of 

guilt forgiven, 
The joy of loving Him on earth, of serving Him 

in heaven. 

M. E. Dabtov. 
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''ACQUAINT NOW THYSELF WITH HIM, AND BE AT 
PEACE."— Job xxix. 21. 

Art thou acquainted, Oh my soul, 
With such a Saviour, such a Friend ; 

Whose power can all events control, 
And from all evils can defend ? 



Why art thou then oppressed with fears ? 

Knowledge of Him should give thee peace. 
Should check these mournful thoughts and tears, 

And bid these sad misgivings cease. 

Is it the past that gives thee pain ? 

Sins, errors, falls, dost thou deplore ? 
The atoning blood pleads not in vain ; 

Thy God remembers them no more. 

Do present troubles vex thy mind ? 

Sufferings of body, mental care ? 
In God a refuge thou wilt find. 

And Oh 1 what sweet relief in piajet \ 
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Dost thou the TmkaoYna. Juture dread ? 

Sorrows in life, or death^s dark vale ? 
In both shall light around be shed ; 

Thy God's sure promise cannot fail. 

Dost thou, with dread still greater, shrink 
Prom pain for those on earth most dear ? 

And oft with sickening anguish, think 
Of all they yet may suffer here ? 

Oh, faithless, unbelieving heart ! 

So slow to trust that tenderest Friend, 
Who then will needful strength impart ; 

Who " loving, loves unto the end." 

No longer doubt, nor fear, nor grieve, 

Nor on uncertain evils dwell ; 
Past, present, future, calmly leave 

To Him who will " do all things well." 

p. A 



-— «?S»s-^ — 
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THANKFULNESS. 

My God, I thank Thee, who hast made 

The earth so bright ; 
So full of splendour and of joy. 

Beauty and light ; 
So many glorious things are here. 

Noble and right ! 

I thank Thee, too, that Thou hast made 

Joy to abound ; 
So many gentle thoughts and deeds 

Circling us round. 
That, in the darkest spot of earth 

Some love is found. 

I thank Thee more that all our joy 

Is touched with pain ; 
That shadows fall on brightest hours ; 

That thorns remain ; 
So that earth's bliss may be our guide. 

And not our chain. 
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For Thou, who knowest, Lord, how soon 

Our weak heart clings. 
Hast giyen us joys, tender and true, 

Yet all with wings, 
So that we see, gleaming on high, 

Diviner things ! 

I thank Thee, Lord, that Thou hast kept 

The best in store ; 
We have enough, yet not too much, 

To long for more ; 
A yearning for a deeper peace 

Not known before. 

I thank Thee, Lord, that here our souls, 

Tho' amply blest. 
Can never find, altho' they seek, 

A perfect rest — 
Nor ever shall, until they lean 

On Jesus' breast ! 

A. Proctor. 



i 
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COMFORT UNDER CHASTENING. 

Saviour ! beneath Thy stroke 

My wayward heart doth pine, 
All unaccustomed to the yoke 
Of love divine ; 
Thy chastisements, my God, are hard to bear, 
Thy cross is heavy for frail flesh to wear ! 

** Perishing child of clay ! 

Thy sighing I have heard, 
Long have I marked thy evil way ; 
How hast thou erred I 
Yet fear not, by My own most holy name, 
I will shed healing thro' thy sin-sick frame." 

Praise to Thee, gracious Lord ? 

I fain would be at rest ; 
Oh! now fulfil Thy faithful word. 
And make me blest ; 
My soul would lay her heavy burden down. 
And take with joyfulness the promised ct<yio\. 
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" Stay, thou short-sighted child ! 

There is much first to do, 
Thy heart, so long with sin defiled, 
I must renew ; 
Thy will must first be made to bend to mine, 
Or the sweet peace of Heaven canne^er be thine/' 

Yes, Lord, but Thou canst soon 

Perfect Thy work in me ; 
Till, like the pure, calm sunmier noon, 
I shine by Thee ; 
A moment shine, that I Thy power may trace, 
Then pass in stillness to my heavenly place. 

" Oh ! coward soul, confess 

Thou shrinkest from my cure. 
Thou tremblest at the sharp distress 
Thou must endure. 
Thy foes on every hand for war arrayed, 
The thorny path in tribulation laid. 

** The process slow of years. 

The discipline of life. 
Of outward woes and silent tears, 
Sickness and strife ; 
Thy idols taken from thee one by one. 
Till thou canst dare to live with Me alone.'' 
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** Some gentle sotds there are, 

Who yield unto My love ; 
Who, ripening fast beneath My care, 
I soon remove. 
But thou stiff-necked art, and hard to rule ; 
Thou must stay longer in affliction's school. " 

My Master and my King ! 
Is this Thy love to me ? 
Oh ! that I had the lightning's wing, 
From earth to flee ! 
How can I bear the heavy weight of woes 
Thine indignation on Thy creature throws ? 

** Thou canst not, oh my child! 

So hear my voice again; 
/ will bear all thy anguish wild. 
Thy grief and pain : 
My arms shall be around thee day by day, 
My smile shall cheer thee on thy heavenward 
way. 

In sickness I will be 

Watching beside thy bed ; 
In sorrow thou shall lean on Me 

Thy aching head : 
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In every struggle thou shalt conqueror prove, 
Nor death itself shall sever from My love !" 



Oh, grace beyond compare ! 

Oh, love most high and pure ! 
Saviour, begin ! no longer spare, 
I can endure ; 
Only vouchsafe Thy grace, that I may live 
Unto Thy glory who canst so forgive ! 



SCHOOL-TIME. 

God lays an open book before 
His little children's eyes ; 

They must not turn the pages o'er, 
But read them, and grow wise. 

One, only, can they understand. 

The page laid open by His hand. 
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The books are interleaved throughout 
With ciphered leaves and white ; 

Alternate pages they must read, 
Alternate pages write ; — 

The cipher of each book is known 

To God, and to one child alone. 

The ciphered pages all describe 

TcJ him who owns the book, 
The circumstances of his lot. 

Its blessings, or its crook ; 
And much a child may learn from thence, 
If studied with due reverence. 

Whether the children's tasks are learned, 

Or idly left undone, 
Is not enquired, — ^the page is turned 

When a fixed time hath run ; 
But, when a page is once turned o'er. 
No child can find it evermore. 

Unread the ciphered page may be, 

But all the children write 
The whole blank page unconsciously. 

From morning until night ; 
And often, ere a child supposed 
The time was come, his book -was do^^^. 
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The books will finally be laid 

Before the Judge's eyes, 
And solemn is the scrutiny 

That He will exercise ; 
For every fault, detected there, 
Results from want of thought and care. 

The heedless child, who failed to work 

With diligence and care, 
Will find his own right hand hath writ 

His condemnation there ; 
And that remorse may come too late, 
For tears will not obliterate. 



EVENING HYMN. 

The shadows of the evening hours 

Fall from the darkening sky ; 
Upon the fragrance of the flowers 

The dews of evening lie : 
Before Thy throne, Lord of Heaven, 

We kneel at close of day ; 
Look on Thy children from on high, 

And hear us while we pray. 
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The sorrows of Thy servants, Lord, 

Oh, do not Thou despise ; 
But let the incense of our prayers 

Before Thy mercy rise ; 
The brightness of the coming night 

Upon the darkness rolls, 
With hopes of future glory chase 

The shadows on our souls. 

Slowly the rays of daylight fade ; 

So fade within our heart. 
The hopes in earthly love and joy. 

That one by one depart ; 
Slowly the bright stars, one by one, 

Within the Heavens shine ; 
Give us, Oh Lord, fresh hopes in Heaven, 

And trust in things divine. 

Let peace, Oh Lord ! Thy peace. Oh God ! 

Upon our souls descend ; 
From midnight fears and perils. Thou 

Our trembling hearts defend. 
Give us a respite from our toil, 

Calm and subdue our woes ; 
Thro' the long day we suffer, Lord, 

Oh, give us now repose ! 
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" OH, LET NOT THE OPPRESSED RETURN ASHAMED; 
LET. THE POOR AND NEEDY PRAISE THY NAME." 

I KEED Thee, precious Jesus ! for I am full of sin ; 
My soul is dark and guilty, my heart is dead 

within ; 
I need the cleansing fountain where I can always 

flee, 
The blood of Christ most precious, the sinner's 

perfect plea. 

I need Thee, precious Jesus ! for I am very poor, 
A stranger and a pilgrim, I have no other store ; 
I need the love of Jesus to cheer me on my way, 
To guide my doubting footsteps, to be my strength 
and stay. 

I need Thee, precious Jesus ! I need a friend like 

Thee, 
A friend to soothe and sympathize, a friend to 

care for me ; 
I need the heart of Jesus to feel each anxious 

care, 
To tell my every want, and all my sorrow share. 
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I need Thee, precious Jesus ! for I am very blind, 
A weak and foolish wanderer, with a dark and 

evil mind; 
I need the light of Jesus to tread the thorny road, 
To guide me safe to glory where I shall see my 

God. 

I need Thee, precious Jesus ! I need Thee day by 

day. 
To fill me wifch Thy fulness, to lead me on my way; 
I need Thy Holy Spirit to teach me what I am. 
To show me more of Jesus, to point me to the 

Lamb. 

I need Thee, precious Jesus 1 and hope to see 

Thee soon, 
Encircled with the rainbow, and seated on Thy 

throne; 
There, with Thy blood-bought children, my joy 

shall ever be. 
To sing Thy praises, Jesus I to gaze, my Lord, 

on Thee. 

Prom " BFiBiruAL Sovos." 
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ASPIRING TO HEAVEN. 

Yes, let me die ! am I of spirit-birth, 
And shall I linger here, where spirits fell, 

Loving the stain they cast on all of earth ? 
Oh, make me pure, with pure ones e'er to dwell ! 

'Tis sweet to die ! the flowers of earthly love 
(Frail, frail spring blossoms,) early droop and 
die. 

But all their fragrance is exhaled above. 
Upon our spirits evermore to lie. 

life is a dream, a bright, but fleeting dream 
I can but love ; but then my soul awakes, 

And from the mist of earthliness a gleam 
Of heavenly light, of truth immortal, breaks. 

I shrink not from the shadow sorrow flings 

Across my pathway, nor from cares that rise 
In every footprint ; for each shadow brings 
/Sunshine and rainbow «ks i^ ^ootcl^ ^sA'Saa's*. 
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But Heaven is dearer ; there I have my treasure, 
There angels fold in love their snowy wings ; 

There sainted lips chant in celestial measure. 
And spirit-fingers stray o'er heaven-wrought 
strings, 

There, loving eyes are on the portal straying, 
There, arms extend, a wanderer to enfold ; 

There waits a dearer, holier One, arraying 
His own, in spotless robes and crowns of gold. 

Then let me die 1 My spirit longs for Heaven, 
In that pure bosom evermore to rest ; 

But, if to labour longer here be given, 
Father ! Thy will be done, and I am blest. 

Ehilt C. Judson. 



NIAGARA. 

Hail ! sovereign of the world of floods ! whose 

majesty and might 
First dazzles — ^then enraptures — then o'erawes 

the aching sight. 
The pomp of kings and emperors in every clime 

and zone 
Grows dim beneath the splendours oi Wi^ ^ofvovifi* 

watery throne. 
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No fleets can stop thy progress — no armies bid 

thee stay ; 
But onward — onward — onward thy march still 

holds its way ; 
The rising mist that veils thee, as thine herald 

goes before, 
And the music that proclaims thee, is the 

thundering cataract's roar. 



Thy diadem is an emerald green, of the clearest, 

purest hue, 
Set round with waves of snow-white foam, and 

spray of feathery dew ; 
While tresses of the brightest pearls float o'er 

thine ample sheet. 
And the rainbow lays its gorgeous gems in tribute 

at thy feet. 

Thy reign is of the ancient days, thy sceptre 

from on high. 
Thy birth was when the morning stars together 

sang for joy; 
The sun, the moon, and all the orbs that shine 

upon thee now, 
Saw the first wreath of glory which entwined thine 

infant brow. 
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And from that hour to this, in which I gaze upon 

thy stream, — 
From age to age, in winter's frost, or summer's 

sultry beam ; — 
By day, by night, without a pause, thy waves 

with loud acclaim. 
In ceaseless sounds have still proclaimed the great 

EtemaPs name. 



For, whether on thy forest banks, the Indian of 
the wood. 

Or, since his days, the red man's foe on his father- 
land hath stood ; 

Whoe'er has seen thine incense rise, or heard thy 
torrent's roar. 

Must have bent before the God of all, to worship 
and adore ! 

Accept then. Oh Supremely Great ! Oh Infinite ! 

Oh God ! 
From this primeval altar — (the green and virgin 

sod,) 
The humble homage that my soul in gratitude 

would pay 
To Thee, whose shield has guarded me thro' all 

my wandering way. 
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For, if the ocean be as nought in the hollow of 

Thine hand, 
And the stars of the bright firmament, in Thy 

balance, grains of sand ; 
If Niagara's rolling flood seem great to us who 

bow, 
Oh ! Great Creator of the whole ! how passing 

great art Thou ! 

Yet, tho' Thy power is greater than the finite 
mind may scan, 

Still greater is Thy mercy shewn to weak depen- 
dent man ; 

For him Thou cloth' st the fertile fields with herb, 
and fruit, and seed. 

For him the woods, the lakes, the seas, supply 
his hourly need. 

Around, on high, or far, or near, the universal 

whole 
Proclaims Thy glory, as the orbs in their fixed 

courses roll ; 
And from creation's grateful voice the hymn 

ascends above, 
While Heaven re-echoes back to earth, the chorus, 

** God is love." 
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" AND SO HE BRINQETH THEM TO THE HAVEN 
WHERE THEY WOULD BE." 



Yes, billow after billow — see they come 
Faster and rougher, as yon little boat 
Nears evermore the haven. — Oftentimes 
It seems to sink and fall adown the wave, 
As if borne backward by the struggling tide ; 
Yet, — mounting billow after billow, wave 
On wave o'er-riding, tempest- tossed and shat- 
tered, — 
Still, still it nears the haven evermore. 
** Poor mariner ! art not thou sadly weary?" 
** Dear brother, rest is sweeter after toil." 
** Grows not thine eye confused and dim with 

sight 
Of nothing but the wintry waters ?" — ** True ; 
But then my pole-star, constant and serene. 
Above the changing waters, changes not." 
** But what if clouds as often veil the sky ? " 
** Oh, then an unseen hand hath ever ta'cn 
The rudder from my feeble hands the while. 
And I cling to it." — ** Answer me oiv.ee TSiote^ 
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Manner; what think'st thou when the waters 

beat 
Thy frail boat backward from the longed-for 

harbour?'' 
"Oh, brother, tho' innumerable waves 
Still seem to rise betwixt me and my home, 
/ know that they are numbered ; not one less 
Should bear me homeward, if I had my will ; 
For One who knows what tempests are to weather, 
O'er whom there broke the wildest billows once, 
He bids these waters swell : In His good time 
The last rough wave shall bear me on its bosom, 
Into the haven of eternal peace. 
No billows after ! — They are numbered , brother." 
** Oh, gentle mariner! steer on, steer on; 
My tears still flow for thee, but they are tears 
In which faith strives with grief, and overoomes." 
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THE TRUE GUIDE. 

Led by Thy Spirit, Lord, we go 

To see Thy glorious face ; 
For nought hath charms for us below, 

Since first we knew Thy grace. 

Thro' the long desert, wild and drear. 

Our only path we see ; 
Yet there we go without a fear, 

Because it leads to Thee. 

To Thee — sweet thought ! the weary way 

With brightest hopes to fill ; 
To Thee — tho' Earth would urge our stay, 

*Tis onward, onward still. 

And sweetly tells our blessed Guide 

Of all Thy glory there, 
Until we sigh to reach Thy side, 

Such bliss with Thee to share ; 
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Till Love expands her eager wing, 
And, panteth to be gone 

From this, her scene of sorrowing, 
To her beloved One. 



THY WAY—NOT MINE. 

Thy w&j — ^not miney Oh Lord, 

However dark it be ! 
Lead me by Thine own hand ; 

Choose out the path for me. 

Smooth let it be or rough, 

It will be still the best ; 
Winding, or straight, it matters not, 

It leads me to Thy rest. 

I dare not choose my lot ; 

I would not if I might ; 
Choose Thou for me, my God, 

So shall I walk aright. 
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The kingdom that I seek 

Is Thine ; so let the way ^ 

That leads to it be Thine, 

Else surely I might stray. 

Take Thou my cup, and it 

With joy or sorrow fill ; 
As best to Thee may seem, 

Choose Thou my good and ill. 

Choose Thou for me my friends, 

My sickness, or my health ; 
Choose Thou my cares for me. 

My poverty or wealth. 

Not mine — not mine the choice. 
In things or great, or small ; 

Be Thou my guide, my strength, 
My wisdom, and my all. 



\\. 
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THE CHANGED CROSS. 

It was a time of sadness, and my heart, 
Altho* it knew and loved the better part, 
Felt wearied with the conflict and the strife, 
And all the needful discipline of life. 

And, while I thought on these as given to me, 
My trial tests of faith and love to be, 
It seemed as if I never could be sure 
That faithful to the end I should endure. 

And thus, no longer trusting to His might. 
Who says, " we walk by faith, and not by 

sight," 
Doubting, and almost yielding to despair, 
The thought arose, " My cross I cannot bear !" 

Far heavier its weight must surely be 
Than those of others which I daily see ; 
Oh ! if I might another burden choose, 
Methinks I should not fear my crown to lose. 
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A solemn silence reigned on all around, 
E'en nature's voices uttered not a sound ; 
The evening shadows seemed of peace to tell, 
And sleep upon my weary spirit fell. 



A moment's pause — and then a heavenly light 
Beamed full upon my wondering, raptured sight ; 
Angels on silvery wings seemed everywhere, 
And angels' music thrilled the balmy air. 



Then One, more fair than all the rest to see, 
One, to whom all the others bowed the knee, 
Came gently to me as I trembling lay. 
And— ** Follow Me," He said, "I am the 
Way." 

Then, speaking thus, He led me far above ; 
And there, beneath a canopy of love. 
Crosses of divers shape and size were seen. 
Larger and smaller than mine own had been. 

And one there was most beauteous to behold, 
A little one, with jewels set in gold — 
Ah ! this, methought, I can with comfort wear, 
For it will be an easy one to bear. 
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And so the little cross I quickly took, 
But, all at once, my frame beneath it shook ; 
The sparkling jewels, fair were they to see. 
But far too heavy was their weight for me. 



" This may not be,** I cried — and looked again 
To see if any there could ease my pain ; 
But, one by one, I passed them slowly by, 
Till on a lovely one I cast my eye. 



Fair flowers around its sculptured form entwined, 
And grace and beauty seemed in it combined ; 
Wondering I gazed, — and still I wondered more 
To think so many should have passed it o'er. 



But Oh, that form, so beautiful to see, 
Soon made its hidden sorrows known to me ; 
Thorns lay beneath those flowers and colours fSair ; 
Sorrowing, I said — ** This cross I may not bear." 



And so it was with each and all around. 

Not one to suit my need could there be found ; 

Weeping, I laid each heavy burden down, 

As my Guide gently said, ** No cross — no crown." 
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At length, to Him I raised my saddened heart ; 
He knew its sorrows, bid its doubts depart ; 
" Be not afraid," He said, " but trust in me ; 
My perfect love shall now be shown to thee." 



And then, with lightened eyes and willing feet. 
Again I turned my earthly cross to meet ; 
With forward footsteps turning not aside, 
For fear some hidden evil might betide. 

And there, in the prepared, appointed way. 
Listening to hear, and ready to obey, 
A cross I quickly found, of plainest form. 
With only words of love inscribed thereon. 

With thankfulness I raised it from the rest. 
And joyfully acknowledged it the best. 
The only one, of all the many there. 
That I could feel was good for me to bear. 



And while I thus my chosen one confessed, 
I saw a heavenly brightness on it rest. 
And as I bent, my burden to sustain, 
I recognized mj own old cross again. \ 
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But oh, how different did it seem to be, 
Now I had learned its preciousness to see ! 
No longer conld I unbelieving say, 
** Perhaps another is a better way.'* 

Ah no ! henceforth my one desire shall be, 
That He, who knows me best, should choose for 

me; 
And so, whatever His love sees good to send, 
I'll trust it's best — ^because He knows the end. 



CONFLICT. 

"Why art thou cast down, oh my Boal? and why art thou dii- 
qnieted within me ? Hopo thou in God, for I shall yet praise Him. 
who is the health of my countenance, and my God." — Psalm x I. 
iii. 5. 

Sun of comfort, art Thou fled for ever ? 

Light of joy, wilt Thou return at last? 
Shall I sing again the song of morning 

When the yjatches of the night are past ? 
Oh ! delay not, long-expected dawning I 

Scattering the thick clouds and mist away, 
Which so dark on feeling and devotion. 

Over heart and memory rest to-day. 
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Weeping, I have been alone in darkness, 

Gloomy cliffs above, and depths below ; 
On the narrow pathway all forsaken, 

Left to wrestle with the accusing foe. 
Doubt and unbelief, and dark forebodings, 

Fearful spectres gathering around ; 
Ah ! my dizzy brain and foot were failing, 

Tottering over the abyss profound ! 

Yet One held me back ! an arm Almighty, 

Strong to save, as Satan to destroy ! 
From the giddy precipice He caught me. 

Drew me from despair to life and joy. 
Jesus was my helper ; — saving mercy 

Is His work. His glory. His delight ; 
Many a chain of darkness He has broken. 

Changed to sunshine many a dismal night. 

I will trust <igain His love. His power, 

Tho' I cannot feel His hand to-day ; 
To His help anew I will betake me, 

Tho* His countenance seem turned away. 
Tho* without one smile, one gracious token. 

Thro' the flames and floods my path must go, 
When the fires subside, the waves pass over, 

My Deliverer I again shall knoYr. 
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Yes, the light of comfort shall return, 

Joj^s sweet sun shall shine again at last ; 
I shall sing the gladsome song of morning, 

When the watches of the night are past. 
It shall re-appear, the welcome dawning, 

Scattering the thick clouds and mist away, 
Which so dark on feeling and devotion, 

Over heart and memory rest to-day. 

I shall find again the hopes long vanished. 

Like the swallows when the storms are gone ; 
Fountains shall be opened in the desert, 

Streams by the way -side, while journeying 
on. 
Flowers of love and promise shall be springing 

Where the cruel thorn and wormwood 
sprung; 
And the homeward path be bright in sunshine, 

Where my sad harp on the willows hung. 
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"WHETHER WE LIVE, THEREFORE, OR DIE, WE ARE 
THEILORD'^." 



* * Wb are the Lord's. * ' His all-sufficient merit, 

Sealed on the cross, to us this grace accords ; 
*'We are the Lord's," and all things shall 
inherit ; 
Whether we live or die, " we are the Lord's." 

* * We are the Lord' s. ' ' Then let us gladly tender 

Our souls to Him in deeds, not empty words ; 
Let heart, and tongue, and life, comhine to 
render 
No doubtful witness that * * we are the Lord's. ' ' 

** We are the Lord's." No darkness brooding 
o'er us 
Can make us tremble, while this star affords 
A steady light along the path before us — 

Faith's full assurance that ^' we are the 
Lord's." 



250 PIETAS POETICA. 

** We are the Lord's." No evil can befal us 
In the dread hour of life's fast-loosening cords ; 

No pangs of death shall even then appal ns ; 
Death we shall vanquish, for **we are the 
Lord's." 

C. T. ASTLBT. 



WITHOUT A SINGLE PLEA. 

Without a single plea, 

Save that of utter need, • 
Oh God I I come to Thee 
Helpless indeed ! 

Helpless and sin-defiled. 

In need of all — Oh, give 
To Thy repentant child 

A name to live ! 

Those whom Thou deign' stiio love 

Thou dost with grief refine ; 
Long have I felt Thy rod, — 
Lord, am I Thine ? 
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Do I SO Kve to Tliee, 

That self hath been subdued ? 
Needs it not still to be 

Each day reproved ? 

Oh, righteous Father ! take 

This tempted, struggling soul ; 
And, for its Saviour's sake. 

Cleanse — make it whole ! 

One ray of pardoning love, 

Shed from that face divine, 
Shall every fear remove, 

And make me Thine ! 

H. E. Darton. 



I 



F> 
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THE PARTING AT CiESAREA. 
What mean ye to weep, and to break mine heart ? 

What mean ye by this wailing, 

To break my bleeding heart ? 
As if the love that binds us 

Conld alter or depart I 
Our sweet and holy union 

Knows neither time nor place ; 
The love that God has planted 

Is lasting as Jlis grace. 

Ye clasp these hands at parting, 

As if no hope could be, 
While still we stand for ever 

In blessed unity ! 
Ye gaze, as on a vision 

Ye never could recall. 
While still each thought is with yoi 

And Jesus with us all ! 



Ye say, *' We here, thou yonder, 
Thou goest, and we stay I " 
' . i And yet Christ's mystic body 

^y Is one eternally •. 
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Ye speak of different journeys, 

A long and sad adieu ; 
While still one way I travel, 

And have one end with you. 

Why should ye now be weeping 

These agonizing tears ? 
Behold our gracious Leader ! 

And cast away your fears. 
We tread one path to glory, 

Are guided by one hand, 
And led in faith and patience 

Unto our Fatherland ! 

Then, let this hour of parting 

No bitter grief record, 
But be an hour of union 

More blessed with our Lord ! 
With Him to guide and save us. 

No changes that await, 
No earthly separations, 

Can leave us desolate I 
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SERVING THE LORD. 

'Ti8 sweet to work for Jesus, 

In this life's little day ; 
To spread around ** the joyful sound," 

As those forgiven may ; 
To tell His loving-kindness, 

His promises so true ; 
To urge the young, that they may come, 

And trust this Saviour too. 

'Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

For Him who loved, and gave 
Himself for us, an offering thus 

Our ruined souls to save. 
Glad service we would render 

For grace so rich and free ; 
Yet, Lord ! we mourn that we have borne 

So little fruit to Thee. 

'Tis sweet to work for Jesus, — 

Be this our one desire, 
Our purpose still, to do His will. 

Whatever He require. 
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No action is too lowly, 

No work of love too small ; 
If Christ but lead, we may indeed 

Well follow such a call. 

'Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

While our weak spirits rest 
In His own care, safe sheltered there, 

And with His presence blest. 
In such calm, happy moments. 

No greater joy we know ; 
Redeemed from sin, we live for Him 

To whom our all we owe. 

'Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

Oh ! weary not of this, 
But onward press with cheerfulness, 

Tho' rough the pathway is. 
Hold on, unmoved and patient, 

Till He shall call Thee home, 
With joy to stand at God's right hand 

To serve before the throne. 
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THE LILIES OF THE FIELD. 

Flowers ! when the Saviour's calm, benignant 
eye 
Fell on your gentle beauty ; when from you 
That heavenly lesson for all hearts He drew, 

Eternal, universal, as the sky ; 

Then, in the bosom of your purity, 
A voice He set, as in a temple-shrine, 

That life's quic ktravellers ne'er might pass you 

by 

Unwarned of that sweet oracle divine. 
And tho', too oft, its low, celestial sound 
By the harsh notes of work-day care is drowned, 
And the loud st^ps of vain, unlistening haste ; 
Yet the great ocean hath no tone of power 
Mightier to reach the soul (in thought's hushed 
hour) 
Than yours, meek lilies I chosen thus and 
graced. 

F. HSMAVt. 
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REST IN HEAVEN. 



I HEAR a voice at dawn of day, 
And to my heart it seems to say, 
When sorrow dims hope's brightest ray, 
** There's rest in Heaven." 

I hear it at the evening tide, 
When fitful shadows round ns glide, 
Still whispering gently at my side, 
** There's rest in Heaven." 

E'en at noon's busy hour I hear 
The same sweet words accost my ear, 
With power to stay the rising tear, — 
** There's rest in Heaven." 

Blest words ! which tell of nought but joy, 
Of endless rest without alloy. 
Well may they offc our thoughts employ, — 
** There's rest in Heaven." 

Spirit of life and love divine I 
Subdue my heart, and make it Thine I 
That I may dwell upon, as mine — 
Tliat ''rest in Heaven," 
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JOY IN HEAVEN. 

Oh I why are the loud harps of seraphs resound- 
ing 
Sweet music of joy thro' the bright reahns 
above ? 
And the choir of the ransomed in transport 
responding 
New anthems of praise to the God of their 
love? 
And why do they stoop from the scene of their 
gladness. 
When round the blest throne of the Lamb they 
, recline ? 

And what can they trace in this dark vale of 
sadness, 
To heighten a rapture already divine ? 

Ah ! turn to the desolate cell, where reclining 
On earth, lone and cheerless, the captive is 
laid; 
No beam thro' the gloom of his dungeon is 
shining. 
No accents of frieTidsibi^ bTft«.thft solace or aid ; 
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And yet, tho' the hands of the base have en- • 
chained him, 
His soul bows submissive and meek to the rod ; 
From friends who deserted, and foes who dis- 
dained him, 
He sought for a refuge — he fled to his God ! 

Oh ! see down his wan cheek the silent tear 
stealing. 
The pale lips that quiver convulsive in prayer, 
The deep sighs that burst from his bosom, reveal- 
ing 
The sorrow that springs but from penitence 
there ! 
And marvel no more why with angels consenting, 
The saints to their Lord songs of rapture should 
raise ; 
They gaze from their thrones on a sinner repent- 
ing. 
And wake to fresh transports of wonder and 
praise ! 

Dale. 



% 1 
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"WE WOULD SEE JESUS." 

" The same came, therefore, to Philip, which was of Bethsaida of 
Galilee, and desired him, saying, 8ir, we would see Jeaus."^ John 
XII. 21. 

** We would see Jesus" — for the shadows lengthen 
Across this little landscape of our life ; 

**We would see Jesus,*' our weak faith to 
strengthen 
For the last weariness, the final strife. 

**We would see Jesus" — for life's hand hath 
rested. 

With its dark touch upon both heart and brow; 
And tho' our souls have many a billow breasted, 

Others are rising in the distance now. 

** We would see Jesus" — the great rock-founda- 
tion 

Whereon our feet we've set by sovereign grace; 
Not life nor death, with all their agitation. 

Can thence remove us, if we see His face. 
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" We would see Jesus'' — other lights are paling, 
Which, for long years, we have rejoiced to see ; 

The blessings of our pilgrimage are failing, 
We would not mourn them, for we go to Thee. 

** We would see Jesus" — yet the spirit lingers 
Round the dear objects it has loved so long ; 
And earth from earth can scarce unclasp its 
fingers, 
Our love to Thee makes not this love less 
strong. 

" We would see Jesus'' — sense is all too blinding, 
And Heaven appears too dim, too far away ; 

We would see Thee, to gain a sweet reminding. 
That Thou hast promised our great debt to pay. 

** We would see Jesus" — this is all we're needing ; 

Strength, joy, and willingness come with the 
sight ; 
** We would see Jesus," dying, risen, pleading ; 

Then, welcome day, and farewell mortal night ! 
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DIFFICULTIES. 

** This cannot be the rightful path," a youthful 

pilgrim said, 
As, resting on a wayside stone, she bowed her 

aching head ? 
** So rough and toilsome an ascent, where thorns 

distress my feet, 
And where unlooked-for obstacles at every turn 

I meet. 
Where no green pastures glad the eye, nor cool- 
ing waters flow. 
And where no friendly guide-post marks the road 

which I should go ; 
But all around looks strange and wild, untrodden 

save by me ; 
Is this the path that leads me home ? Oh no, it 

cannot be." 

As thus she mournfully complained, a cheering 

voice was heard. 
Soothing and gentle as the breeze with which the 

leaves are stirred •, 
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** Oh, sorrowing maiden! lift thy head, repress 
thy burning tears, 

And hush for ever in thy heart these sad com- 
plaints and fears ; 

Footsore and faint thou sittest here, disheartened 
and dismayed 

By just those very aspects, which, with keener 
glance surveyed. 

Would stimulate thy languid march, and freshen- 
ing hopes excite. 

For difficulties in thy path betoken thou art right ; 

** Because the only path to peace thro' care and 

conflict lies, 
Undaunted those must onward press who hope to 

win the prize. 
Hard seems the struggle now; but know, that 

discipline like this 
Develops and augments thy powers, and heightens 

future bliss. 
Rise ; be courageous ! force thy way thro' all 

that may oppose. 
And soon the rest thou longest for thine, arduous 

race shall close ; 
And with surprise thou then wilt read, in bygone 

toil and strife. 
The presage of serener hours, with jo^ «jv^ ^'^^- 

ness rife.'* 
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Was it an angel fonn which in that maiden's path 
appeared ? 

Was it an angel voice which thus her down-cast 
spirit cheered ? 

It matters not ; I only know no angel could have 
brought 

A liappier message than the truth thus oppor- 
tunely taught ; 

And she, with lightened heart and step, and fail- 
ing strength renewed, 

O'er rugged roads and mountain steeps her 
pilgrimage pursued ; 

Content, nay, glad, to toil and climb, tho' often- 
times oppressed, 

Since she was in the path that led to victory and 
rest. 
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IF THOU COULDST KNOW. 



I THINK if thou couldst know 
(Oh, soul I that wilt complain) 

What lies concealed below 
Our burden and our pain ; 

How just our anguish brings 

Nearer those longed-for things 
We seek for now in vain, — 
hink thou wouldst rejoice, and not complain . 

I think if thou couldst see, 
With thy dim mortal sight. 

How meanings, dark to thee. 
Are shadows, hiding light ; 

Truth's efforts crossed and vexed. 

Life's purpose all perplexed. 
If thou couldst see them right, 
ihink that they would seem all clear, and wise, 

and bright. 
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And yet, thou canst not know, 
And yet, thou canst not see ; 

Wisdom and sight are slow 
In poor humanity. 

If thou could triLsty poor soul ! 

In Him who rules the whole. 

Thou wouldst fiiid peace and rest ; 
Wisdom and sight are well, but trust is best. 

A. Procter. 



ANT I CI RATION. 

'' Beloved, now are we the sons of God ; and it doth not yet 
appear what we aball be."— 1 John iil 2. 

What shall I be, my Lord, when I behold Thee 
In awful majesty at God's right hand ? 

And, 'mid the eternal glories that enfold me. 
In strange bewilderment. Oh Lord, I stand ? 

What shall I be? these tears, — they dim my 
sight, 

I cannot catch the blissftd vision right. 
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What shall I be, Lord, when Thy radiant glory. 
As from the grave I rise, encircles me ? 

When, brightly pictured in the light before me. 
What eye hath never seen, my eyes shall see? 

What shall I be ? Ah, blessed and sublime 

Is the dim prospect of that glorious time ! 

What shall I be, when days of grief are ended, 
From earthly fetters set for ever free ? 

When, from the harps of saints and angels 
blended, 
I hear the burst of joyful melody ? 

What shall I be, when, risen from the dead, 

Sin, death, and hell, I never more shall dread ? 

What shall I be, when all around are thronging. 
The loved of earth, where I have come to dwell? 

When all is joy and praise, — no anxious longing. 
No bitter parting, and no sad farewell ? 

What shall I be ? ah, how the streaming light 

Can lend a radiance to this dreary night ! 

Yes ! faith can never know the full salvation 
Which Jesus for His people will prepare ; 

Then will I wait in peaceful expectation, 
Till^the Good Shepherd comes to take me there. 

My Lord, my Goda ! blissful end I see ; 

Tho' now I know not what 1 yet s\i«^\>ft. 
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THE PROMISED PEACE. 

And ye shall know that I have not donewithout caase, all that I 
have done in it, aaith the Lord G»d."— Ezkkiel xiv. 23. 

I WEEP, but not rebellious tears, — 
I mourn, but not in hopeless woe, — 

I droop, but not with doubtful fears, 
For whom I've trusted. Him I know ; 

Lord, I believe, assuage my grief, 

And help, oh help my unbelief ! 

Blind eyes I fond heart ! that vainly sought 
For lasting bliss in things of earth ; 

Remembering but with transient thought 
Thy heavenly home, thy second birth, — 

Till God in mercy broke at last 

The chains that held thee down so fast. 

In Heaven, that holy, happy place, 
I soon shall know as I am known ; 

And see my Saviour face to face. 
And meet, rejoicing round His throne. 

The faithful souls made perfect there 

From earthly stains and mortal care ! 

C. SOUTHXT. 
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LIGHT IN A DARK PLACE. 
" He openeth also their ear to diBcipline."— Job xxxvx. 10. 

Chamber of sickness ! much to thee I owe, 

Tho' dark thou be ; 
The lessons it imports me most to know 

I owe to thee ! 
A sacred seminary thou hast been 
I trust, to train me to a happier scene. 

Chamber of sickness ! suflfering and alone. 

My friends withdrawn. 
The blessed beams of heavenly truth have Bhone 

On me forlorn, 
With sucfi a hallowed vividness and power, 
As ne'er were granted to a brighter hour. 

Chamber of sickness ! 'midst thy silence, offc 

A voice is heard. 
Which, tho' it fall like dew on flowers, so soft. 

Yet speaks each word 
Into the aching heart's unseen recess, ' 
With power no earthly accents co\i\^ '^o^'e>^'e»'s». 
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Chamber of sickness ! in that bright abode 

Where there is no more pain, 
If, thro' the merits of my Saviour- God, 

A seat I gain. 
This theme shall tune my golden harp's soft 

lays. 
That, in thy shelter passed my earthly days ! 



-^-^?S^s--— 



' REMEMBER NOW THY CREATOR IN THE DAYS OF 
THY YOUTH."— KoCLKHAsras xn. 1. 



Remember now thy God, my child ! 

Choose now the better part. 
Before long years of care and sin 

Have aged and chilled thy heart ; 
Before its hidden springs of love 

Have been unsealed, defiled ; 
Its riches spent on earthly things, — 

Give all to Him, my child ! 
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Remember Him when morning light 

Shines on thine opening eyes ; 
And when the night- shades gathering round, 

With soft stars gem the skies. 
'Tis He who guards thy helpless sleep 

From terrors dark and wild ; 
'Tis He who gives each joyous day — 

Forget Him not, my child ! 

Think of Him in thy busiest hours, 

With book, and map, and sum. 
When, to the earnest, patient mind. 

No other thought should come. 
One loving, truthful look towards Him 

Will make a dull room bright ; 
And hardest tasks, and tiresome sum 

Seem strangely clear and light. 

Remember, that, in work or play. 

His eye is fixed on thee. 
And at that loving, holy glance. 

Let sloth and anger flee. 
When selfishness and dark deceit 

Would lead thy soul astray, 
One earnest, prayerftd thought of Him 

Will drive these foes away. 
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Think of Him, when at snnny noon, 

Upon the turf you lie. 
And gaze in dreaming happiness 

Upon the far-off sky, 
Watching the quiet clouds that float 

Across its gentle blue,' 
Or the sunny ripple of the streams — 

He made them all for you ! 

f)r when the glad song of the birds. 

Or the fragrance of the flowers. 
Or the gentle breeze that fans thy brow, 

In ** the cool, soft, evenings hours;" 
Or the waving woods, or the sheltering hill 

Brings strange, deep joy to thee ; 
Bless Him who gave a heart to feel 

What He gave the eyes to see ! 

Remember Him when loving lips 

Upon thy brow are pressed, 
And when, with all a mother's love, 

I fold thee to my breast. 
Tho' mother's, sister's love is sweet, 

'Twill pass with them away, — 
He never leaves, He never dies ! 

He loves thee more than they ! 
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And when death calls, and I must go, 

And thou must walk alone, 
And earth and sin will struggle hard 

To win thee for their own, — 
Remember Him, and He will be 

Thy Father and Thy Friend— 
Thy righteousness and daily strength — 

Thy Saviour to the end ! 

There, safe within that blessed Heaven 

Where all our hopes are set, 
No sinful heart, no worldly snare. 

Will tempt us to forget ; 
No cloud of fear, no distance felt. 

Our perfect joy shall dim I 
His servants there shall see His face, 

And ever dwell with Him ! 
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" HITHERTO HATH THE LORD HELPED US." 

Thus far the Lord has led us, in darkness and in 
day, 

Thro' all the varied stages of the narrow, home- 
ward way ; 

Long since He took that journey. He trod that 
path alone, 

Its trials and its dangers fall well Himself hath 
known. 



Thus far the Lord hath led us ; the promise has 

not failed ; 
Tlie enemy, encountered oft, has never quite 

prevailed ; 
The shield of faith hath turned aside, or quenched 

each fiery dart. 
The Spirit's sword in weakest hands has forced 

him to depart. 
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Thus far the Lord hath led us ; the waters have 

been high, 
But yet, in passing thro' them, we felt that He 

was nigh — 
A very present helper in troubles we have found, 
His comforts most abounded when our sorrows 

did abound. 



Thus far the Lord hath led us ; our need hath 

been supplied. 
And mercy hath encompassed us about on every 

side, 
Still falls the daily manna, the pure rock- fountains 

flow, 
And many flowers of love and hope along the 

wayside grow. 



Thus far the Lord hath led us ; and will He now 

forsake 
The feeble ones whom, for His own, it pleased 

Him to take ? 
Oh, never, never ! earthly friends may cold and 

faithless prove. 
But His is changeless pity and everlasting love. 
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Calmly we look behind us, on joys and sorrows 

past, 
We know that all is mercy now, and shall be 

well at last ; 
Calmly we look before us, — we fear no future 

m, 

Enough for safety and for peace, if Th(m art with 
us still. 

Yes, ** they that know Thy name, Lord, shall 
put their trust in Thee,'* 

While nothing in themselves but sin and help- 
lessness they see. 

The race Thou has appointed us, with patience 
we can run, 

Thou wilt perform unto the end the work Thou 
hast begun. 

From "Spibitual Bonos. ** 



--^-??S*5~- 
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"WHO ARE THESE?" 



"These are they which came out of great tribulation, and have 
washed their robes, and made them white in the blood of the Lamb. 
. . . Therefore are they before the throne of God, and serve Him 
day and night in His temple ; and He that aitteth on the throne 
shall dwell among them."— Be V. vii. 14, 16. 

Do these rejoice in Thee, their Saviour God, 
And stand before Thy throne in robes of white ? 

Why should not I pursue the path they trod. 
And find a mansion in the realms of light ? 



What have they done, I cannot also do ? 

What have they been, I cannot also be ? 
Are they among Thy blest, Thy chosen few, 

And hast Thou not a place, Oh Lord ! for me ? 

When first they felt the love of sin defile 
And stood condemned before Thy purity, — 

Did they not plead with Thee that they were vile. 
But that Thou diedst for such! — ^0\i, ^^ ^^^. 
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Did they not look to Thee alone for strength, 
And find Thy grace sufficient to subdue 

The power of sin ? And sh^l not I at length 
Stand by the guidance of Thy Spirit too ? 

'Tis but to ask, believing, and receive ; 

'Tis but to seek, and find Thee ever near ; 
'Tis but to kneel, and wait till Thou relieve ; 

Thy word is pledged, then wherefore should I 
fear? 

For whosoever cometh unto Thee, 
Thou wilt *'in no wise,'* Thou hast said, 
'' cast out." 
Then is the promise also made for me ; 
I dare not disbelieve, for wherefore should I 
doubt ? 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

Lord, we have wandered far from Thee, in word, 

and deed, and thonght ; 
We have not trusted in Thy love, nor served Thee 

as we ought ; 
We have preferred our own desires to Thy most 

holy will ; 
Yet Thou hast not forsaken us, Thou art our 

Father still. 



With penitent and grieving hearts before Thy 
feet we bow ; 

Alas ! we are not worthy to be called Thy chil- 
dren now ; 

But Thou art rich in mercy. Lord ; we dare not 
doubt Thy love ; 

Forgive us for the sake of Him who pleads our 
cause above. 
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It was for US the Saviour died, for us again He 

rose, 
And at His cross the contrite heart finds pardon 

and repose. 
His blood can cleanse from every sin — Oh ! wash 

our sins away ; 
That peace which He has promised, grant, while 

in His name we pray. 

And let Thy Holy Spirit, Lord, our erring foot- 
steps guide, 

That from Thy pure and peaceful ways we turn 
no more aside ; 

Oh, write Thy laws upon our hearts, conform our 
wills to Thine, 

And, in the hour of sorrow, bid Thy light around 
us shine ! 
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A PRAYER FOR HELP IN DISTRESS AND [DANGER. 



Oh God, that madest earth and sky, the dark- 
ness and the day. 

Give ear to this Thy family, and help us when we 
pray! 

For wide the waves of bitterness around our 
vessel roar, 

And heavy grows the pilot's heart to view the 
rocky shore. 

The Cross our Master bore for us, for Him we fain 

would bear, 
But mortal strength to weakness turns, and 

courage to despair ; 
Then inercy on our failings, Lord I our sinking 

faith renew. 
And when Thy sorrows visit us, oh send Thy 

Patience too I 

HSBBR. 
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THE GENTLENESS OF CHRIST- 

" I haye yet many things to say onto yon, but ye cannot bear 
them now." — John xvi. 12. 

Oh Christ, our Saviour I who can teach like Thee ? 
For Thou dost blend most perfect sympathy 

With knowledge all exhaustless; Thou dost 
lead 
Thy dull and weak disciples gently on, 

With accurate perception of their need, 
Just as the shepherd guides his flock along. 



Thy dew-like words fall softly on the heart, 
And to the drooping spirit life impart ; 

Thou wilt not break the bruised reed, nor force 
Into maturity the budding flower ; 

But, soft and limpid from its hidden source, 
Tbjr doctrine comes mtli fertilizing power. 
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" Ye cannot bear them now/' What tenderness 
Breathes in this language I Well does it express 

Thy principle of teaching. ** Here and there 
A little" is the plan Thou dost pursue ; 

Waiting until our feeble sight can bear 
The truths which love unfolds before our view. 

** The gentleness of Christ!" Lord, should not 

we, 
In teaching others, strive to act like Thee ? 

Patient, not hasty, towards those who learn 
But slowly in Thy school ; who seem t</need 

Line upon line before they can discern 
The hallowed lessons we so plainly read. 

** Ye cannot bear them now." Ah ! oft we long 
To take our place amidst the white-robed throng, 

Where knowledge in its acquisition brings 
Nor toil nor sorrow ; where the seed here sown, 

In rich luxuriance and beauty springs, 
And we shall know, even as we are known. 
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THE QUESTION. 

Well ! is the conflict ended ? hatli thy faith 

At length the victory won ? 
Canst thou in calm submission say, 

'' Father, Thy will be done ?" 

Oh, do not wish that I should answer thee I 

And yet, within my breast 
I hear an inward whispering. 

His will must be the best. 

I scarcely understood how the wild storm 

Thus suddenly should cease ; 
How the long bufifetings should end 

In unexpected peace. 

I think, at last, I have given up to God 

The idol of past years ; 
Sacrificed upon a broken heart, 

With penitential teat^. 
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Once it seemed very hard that He should choose 

What I had loved the most; — 
To make me say, ** Thy will be done," 

At such a bitter cost ! 

But now I see that it was wisest done, 

Claiming its rightful throne ; 
That, in my consecrated heart, 

He might be King alone." 

c. X. 



A PARAPHRASE ON THE FIFTY-SIXTH PSALM. 

Lord, be Thy mercy now displayed ; 

With pitying eye these trials see ; 
And, when my soul is most afraid. 

Oh, grant me faith to trust in Thee ! 

Oh, Thou Most High I Thy word divine. 
In grief, in fear, still proves my stay ; 

And while I feel Thy promise mine, 
I shall not sink in cold dismA"^ . 
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To Thee my inmost sonl is known ; 

Thou seest the tear no human eye 
Beholds, when, suppliant at Thy throne, 

To Thee I breathe the mournful cry. 



Oft, in some deeply proving hour, 
When I nor sword nor spear can wield, 

Thy mercy with resistless power 

Before me spreads its guardian shield. 



Ah4 then I feel all hearts are Thine, — 
The strong, the weak. Thy power obey,- 

See erring Pride his wrath resign, 
Unconscious of Thy secret sway I 



All these shall praise Thee, gracious Lord ! 

For all promote Thy glorious plan ; 
And shall the heart that trusts Thy word 

Shrink from the angry frown of man ? 



I need not fear, tho' faint and weak, 
On Thee my weary ^soul depends ; 

Whom once Thy love has deigned to seek, 
Thine arm sustama, TVi-j ^o^^x defends. 
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Then should these wild winds fiercer blow, 
Thy voice will calm the raging sea ; 

Nor height, nor depth, nor fear, nor woe, 
Nor life, nor death, can part frcan Thee ! 

M. Hack. 



BE THOU CONTENT. 

"Therefore, take no thought, saying, What shall we eat, or what 
shall we drink ? . . . for your Heayenly Father knoweth ttiat 
ye have need of all these things. " 

Be thou content ; be still before 

His face, at whose right hand doth reign 

Fulness and joy for evermore. 

Without whom all thy joy is vain. 

He is thy living spring, thy sun, — whose rays 

Make glad with life and light thy dreary days ; 

Be Thou content ! 

In Him is comfort, light, and grace, 

And changeless love beyond our thought ; 

The sorest pang, the worst disgrace. 
If He be there, shall harm thee not ; 

He can lift oflF thy cross, and loose thy bands, 

And calm thy fears ; nay, death is in His hands ; 

Be tlioxx QiQrtv\fcTi\»\ 
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Or art thou Mendless and alone, 

Hast none in whom thoa canst confide ? 

Grod careth for thee, lonely one, 
Comfort and help He will provide ; 

He sees Thy sorrows and thy hidden grief, 

He knoweth when to send thee quick relief; 

Be thou content ! 



Thy heart's unspoken pain He knows. 
Thy secret sighs He heaxs full well ; 

What to none else thou dar'st disclose. 
To Him thou mayst with boldness tell ; 

He is not far away, but ever nigh, 

And answereth willingly the poor man's cry ; 

Be thou content ! 



Be not o'ermastered by thy pain. 

But cling to God, thou shalt not fall ; 

The floods sweep over thee in vain. 
Thou yet shalt rise above them all ; 

For, when thy trial seems too hard to bear, 

Lo I God, thy King, hath granted all thy prayer; 

^^ \*\!LQraL <iontent ! 
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Why art thou full of anxious fear 

How thou shalt be sustained and fed ? 
He, who hath made and placed thee here, 

Will give thee needful daily bread. 
Canst thou not trust His rich and bounteous 

hand, 
Who feeds all living things on sea and land ? 

Be thou content ! 



He, who doth teach the little birds 
To find their meat in field and wood, 

Who gives the countless flocks and herds, 
Each day their needful drink and food. 

Thy hunger too will surely satisfy. 

And all thy wants in His good time supply ; 

Be thou content ! 



Say'st thou, I know not how or where. 

No help I see where'er I turn ? 
When of all else we most despair, 

The riches of God's love we learn ; 
When thou and I His hand no longer trace, 
He leads us forth into a pleasant place ; , 

Be thou content ! 
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Tho' long His promised aid delay, 

At last it will be surely sent ; 
Tho^ thy heart sink in sore dismay, 

The trial for thy good is meant. 
What we have won with pains we hold more fast, 
What tarrieth long is sweeter at the last ; 

Be thoa content ! 

Lay not to heart whatever of ill 
Thy foes may falsely speak of thee ; 

Let man defame thee as he will, 

God hears, and judges righteously ; 

Why shouldst thou fear (if God be on thy side) 

Man's cruel anger, or malicious pride ? 

Be thou content ! 

We know for us a rest remains. 
When God will give us sweet release 

From earth and all our mortal chains. 
And turn our sufferings into peace ; 

Sooner, or later, death will surely come 

To end our sorrows, and to take us home ; 

Be thou content ! 

Paul Gbrhasdt. 
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"PERFECT THRO» SUFFERING." 

" For i& became Him for whom are all things, and by whom 
are a]l things, in bringing many sous onto glory, to make the 
captain of their salvation perfoct thro' sufferiugd."— Heb, ii. 10. 

Perfect thro' suffering I Is this the path 

My Saviour trod ? 
And shall I shrink to follow Thee, 

Thou Lamb of God ? 

Perfect thro' suffering ! The heart may faint 

Upon the road, 
And flesh and spirit both may fail ; 

Yet hope in God ! 

Perfect thro' suffering I The gold refined, — 

No dross remains ; 
And o'er the furnace watcheth One 

To guide the flames. 

Perfect thro' suffering ! A bright reward 

Before thee Hes ; 
Gird up thy loins to run the race, 

Then seize the prize \ 
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Perfect thro' suffering I The countless throng 

Of saints in light, 
Thro' tribulations great have come, 

Affliction's fight. 

Perfect thro' suffering ! Their robes made white 

In Jesu's blood, 
The tears from every eye are wiped, 

They reign with God. 

Perfect thro' suffering I The conflict o'er, 

The race well run, 
A crown of immortality 

And joy is won. 

Perfect thro' suffering I Is this the path 

My Saviour trod ? 
Then welcome be its fiery cross ; 

It leads to God. 

From "SpibitualSosos." 
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BLESSINGS IN DISGUISE. 

Oh Saviour ! whose mercy, severe in its kindness, 
Has chastened my wanderings and guided my 
way; 
Adored be the power which illumined my blind- 
ness, 
And weaned me from phantoms that smiled to 
betray I 

Enchanted with all that was dazzling and fair, 
I followed the rainbow — I caught at the toy ; 

And still, in displeasure. Thy goodness was there, 
Disappointing the hope and defeating the joy. 

The blossom looked bright, but a worm was 
below ; 
The moonlight shone fair, there was blight in 
the beam ; 
Sweet whispered the breeze, but it whispered of 
woe ; 
And bitterness flowed in the soft-flowing 
stream. 
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ISo, cured of my folly, yet cured but in part, 
I turned to the refuge Thy pity displayed ; 

But still did this eager and credulous heart 
Weave visions of promise, that bloomed but 
to fade. 

I thought that the course of the pilgrim to 
heaven 
Would be bright as the summer, and glad as 
the mom ; 
Thou showedst me the path, — ^it was dark and 
uneven, 
All rugged with rock, and all tangled with 
thorn. 

I dreamed of celestial rewards and renown ; 
I grasped at the triumph which blesses the 
brave ; 
I asked for the palm-branch, the robe, and the 
crown, 
I asked — and Thou showedst me a cross, and a 
grave. 

Subdued and instructed, at length, to Thy will 

My hopes and my longings I fain would resign ; 
Oh, give me a heart that can wait and be still, 
-N^or know of a ms^i oi ^i -^^^^xxt^Vs^ Thine ! 
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There are mansions exempted from sin and from 
woe, 
But thej stand in a region by mortals untrod ; 
There are rivers of joy, but they roll not below ; 
There is rest — but it dwells in the presence of 
God ! 

Sir R. Grant. 



•AT EVENING TIME IT SHALL BE LIGHT." 

We journey through a vale of tears 

By many a cloud o'ercast ; 
And worldly cares, and worldly fears 

Go with us to the last ! 
Not to the last — Thy word hath said, 

Could we but read aright, 
Poor Pilgrim ! lift in hope thy head 

At eve there shall be light. 

Tho' earth-born shadows now may shroud 

Thy thorny path awhile ; 
God's blessed word can rend each cloud 

And bid the sunshine simYft \ 
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Only believe (in living faith) 

His love and power divine, 
And, ere lifers sun shall set in death, 

His light shall round thee shine. 

When tempest-clouds are dark on high, 

His bow of love and peace 
Shines sweetly in the vaulted sky. 

Betokening storms shall cease I 
Walk on thy way (with hope unchilled) 

By faith, and not by sight ; 
So shalt thou own His word fulfilled. 

At eve '« it shall be light!'' 

B. Barton. 



IN EVERY THING GIVE THANKS. 

Oh Thou whose bounty fills my cup 
With every blessing meet, 

I give Thee thanks for every drop — 
The bitter and t\vfe ^^e^\.\ 
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I praise Thee for the desert road, 

And for the river- side ; 
For all Thy goodness hath bestowed, 

And all Thy grace denied I 

I thank Thee, both for smile and frown. 

And for the gain and loss ; 
I praise Thee for the future crown, 

And for the present cross I 

I thank Thee for the wing of love 
Which stirred my worldly nest ; 

And for the stormy cloud, that drove 
The flutterer to Thy breast ! 



I bless Thee for the glad increase. 

And for the waning joy ; 
And for this strange, this settled peace, 

Which nothing can destroy ! 

J. Cbbwdson. 
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SATISFIED. 
*' I shall be aatia&ed whan I awake with thy likeneea." — 

PSALU XYII. 15. 

In .life's fair and earnest spring- time, rich with 

sunshine and with showers, 
Full of budding hopes that promised to unfold in 

peerless flowers, 
Calmly thou hast closed thine eyelids on this 

changing earth of ours. 

Thou hast passed away for ever from the home 

wherein we dwell. 
And the joy with thee departed, only hearts 

bereaved can tell ; 
Yet no sorrowing tear-drop mingles with our last 

and long farewell. 

Rather with grave, reverent gladness, would we 

watch thine eager flight 
From a world of mist and shadows, to a land of 

purest light. 
Where bright scenes of which we dream not, 

burst upon fhy ta^XiXM^^ ^^^^N 
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When, in sweet repose, thou sittest by thy much- 
loved Saviour's side, 

Ever in the radiant sunshine of His presence to 
abide ; 

Where, rejoicing in His Kkeness, even thou art 
'' satisfied/' 

*' Satisfied ! " How strange, how soothing, such 

a word applied to thee ; 
Wearied, oh I how deeply wearied in thy 

strugglings to get free 
From the few last links which kept thee from 

unsullied purity. 

Bitter was the daily conflict which thou hadst 

with hidden foes ; 
And intense the aspirations which so often 

heavenward rose 
For sustaining grace to aid thee till the life-long 

strife should close. 

It has closed ; and hushed for ever are thy heart's 

deep throbbings now ; 
Thou hast seen the face of Jesus, and His name 

is on thy brow ; 
" Satisfied! " nor fear, nor failvrce, ^"eJ^ ^%«ajL 

thjr spirit bow. 



300 PIETA8 POETIC A. 

Weep for thee ? Oh ! no, we cannot. All thy 

painful vigils o'er ; 
On time's hurrying, restless torrent thy frail bark 

shall drift no more ; 
Thou hast gained the peaceful haven, thou art 

safe on glory's shore. 

Now each longing of thy spirit is abundantly 

fulfilled; 
Past is every disappointment which thy burning 

ardour chilled ; 
And one moment with thy Saviour all thy wild 

unrest hath stilled. 

** Satisfied I " and that for ever ! How profound 

thy bliss must be ! 
Weep for thee ? Oh I no, we cannot ; tears befit 

not victory, * 

Fare thee well ; thy toils are ended ; would we 

were at rest with thee I 



THE END. 
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